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NOTICES'. 

LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 



iittS7S. TO MR. MURRAY. 

■' Venire, April 9. 1817. ' 

'Your letters of the 18th and 20th are arrived. 
r own I have given you the rise, progress, de- 
cline, and fall, of my recent malady. It is gone to 
the devil : I won't pay him so had a compliment as to 
came from him ; — he is too much ofa gentle- 
tnan. It was nothing but a slow fever, which quick- 
' its pace towards the end of its journey. I had 
been bored with it some weeks — with nocturnal 
ngs and morning perspirations ; but I am quite 
well again, which I attribute to having bad neither 
medicine nor doctor thereof, 

" In a few daysl set off for Rome; such is mypur- 
jMse. I shall change it very often before Monday 
next, but do you continue to direct and address to 
Venket as heretofore. If I go, letters will be for- 

CI Bay 'if,' because I never know what I 
till it is done ; and as I mean most firmly to 
V. B 
. J 
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set out for Rome, it is iKit.unlikely I may find mjself 



3 of myself;' — faith, 



at St. Petersburg. '■. '. 

" You tell me t«;-'t;ate ■ 
and I wili. I wpji't'BE posthumous yet, if I can help 
it. NotwitliatiuuUfJg, only think what a ' Life and 
Adventures," 'While 1 am iu full scandal, would be 
worth, togeth'ff'with the ' memhra' of my writing- 
deakf dif sbcteen beginnings of poems never to be 
finishsd 1 T>o you think I would not have shot myself 
laat '^fkt, bad I not luckily recollected that Mrs. C * ■ 
imd ^SJy N * •, and all the old women in England 
. would have been delighied; — besides the agreeable 
; "ttunacy,' of the ' Crowner'a Quest,' and the r^rets 
■."■of two or three or half a dozen ? Be assured that I 
would live for two reasons, or more ; — there are one 
or two people whom I have to put out of the world, 
and as many into it, before I can ■ depart in peace ;' 
if I do so before, I have not fulfilled my mission. 
Besides, when I turn thirty, I will turn devout ; I 
feel a great vocation that way in Catholic churches, . 
aud when I hear the organ. 

" So * • is writing again [ Is there no Bedlam in 
Scotland? nor thumb-screw? nor gag? nor hand- 
cuff? Iwent upon my knees to him almost, someyears 
ago, to prevent him from publishing a political 
pamphlet, which would have given him a livelier 
idea of ' Habeas Corpus' than the world will derive 
from his present production upon that suspended 
subject, which will doubtless be followed by the 
suspension of otlier of his Majesty's subjects. 
" I condole with Drury Lane and rejoice with • •, 
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— that is, in a modest way, — on the tragical end of 
tile new tragedy. 

" You and Leigh Hunt have quarrelled then, it 
seems? I introduce him and his poem to you, in 
the hope that (tna)gre politics) the union would be 
beneficii to both, and the end is eternal enmity ; 
and yet 1 did this with the best intentions : I intro- 
duce • ' •, and • • • runs away with your money: 
my friend Hobhouse quarrels, too, with the Quar- 
terly : and (except the last) I am die innocent 
Istmhus (damji the word ! I can't apeil it, though I 
have crossed tliat of Corinth a dozen times) of these 



" I will tell you something about Chil!on. — A 
Mr. He Luc, ninety years old, a Swiss, had it read 
to him, imd is pleased with it, — so my sister writes. 
He said that lie was with Rousseau at Ckilloa, 
and that the description is perfectly correct. But 
this is not all : I recollected something of the name, 
and find the following passage in ' The Confessions,' 
vol. til. page 247. liv. viii. ; — ■ 

" ■ De tous ces amusemens celui qui me plut da- 
vantage fut une promenade aulour du Lac, que jc 
fig en bateau anzc De Lm f&te,%& bru, scs deurJUs, 
et ma Therese. Nous mimes sept jours a cctte 
iDumfe par le plus beau temps du monde. J'en 
gardai le vif souvenir des sites qui m'avoient frappe 
a I'autre extrSmite du Lac, et dont je fia la descriji- 
tion, quelques ann€cs apres, dans la Nouvelle 
Heloise.' 

" This nonagenarian, De Luc, must be one of the 

' deux fils.' He is in England — infirm, but still in 

B 2 



I 
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faculty. It is odd that he should have lived so long, 
and not wanting in oddness that he should have 
made this voyage with Jean Jacques, and afterwards, 
at such an interval, read a poem by an Englishman 
(who had made precisely the same circumnavigation) 
upon the same scenery. 

"As for 'Manfred,' it is of no use sending proo/s,- 
nothing of that kind comes. I sent the whole at dif- 
ferent times. The two first Acts are the best ; the 
third BO BO ; but I was blown with the first and second 
heats. You must call it ' a Poem,' for it is no 
Drama, and I do not choose to have it called by so 
" • aname — a ' Poem in dialogue,' or^Pantomime, 
if you will ; any thing but a green-room synonyme ; 
and this is your motto — 

■' ' There are more tl.inys in heaven and eartli, Horatio, 
Than nn? dreamt of in your philosophy/ 

" Yours ever, &c. 
" My love and thanks to Mr.GifFord." 



Linsn 273. TO HR. MOORE. 

"Venice, April 11. 1817. 

" I shall continue to write to you while tlie fit is 
on me, by way of penance upon you for yom" former 
complaints of long silence. I dare say you would 
blush, if you could, for not answering. Next week I 
set out for Rome. Having seen Constantinople, I 
should like to look at t'other fellow. Besides, I want 
to sec the Pope, and shall take care to tell him that 
I vote for the Catholics and no Veto. 
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" I slia'n't go to Naples. It \s but the second best 
sea-view, and I have seen the first and third, viz. 
Constantinople and Lisbon, (by the way, the last is 
but a river-view ; however, they reckon it after 
Stamboul and Naples, and before Genoa,) and Vesu- 
vius is silent, and I have passed by ^tna. So 1 
shall e'en return to Venice in July; andif you write, 
I pray you to address to Venice, which is my head, 
or rather my /leart, quarters. 

" My late pbysieian. Dr. Polidori, is here on his 
way to England, with the present Lord G * • and the 
widow of the late earl. Dr. Polidori has, just 
now, no more patients, because his patients are no 
more. He had lately three, who are now all dead — 
one embalmed. Horner and a child of Thomas 
Hope's are interred at Pisa and Rome. Lord G * • 
died of an inflammation of the bowels ; so they took 
them out, and sent them (on account of their discre- 
pancies), separately from the carcass, to England. 
Conceive a man going one way, and his intestines 
another, and his immortal soul a third ! — was there 
ever such a distribution ? One certainly has a soul ; 
but how it came to allow itself to be enclosed in a 
body is more than 1 can imagine. I only know if 
once mine gets out, I'll have a bit of a tussle before 
I let it get in again to that or any other. 

" And BO poor dear Mr. Maturin's second tragedy 

has been neglected by the discerning public I • • 

will be d — d glad of this, and d — d without being 

' glad, if ever his own plays come upon ' any stage.' 

[ "I wrote to Rogers the other day, with a mes- 

[ Hge for you. I hope that he flourishes. He is the 
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Tithonus of poetry — immortal already. You aod 

1 must wait tor it. 

"I hear notliing — know nothing. You may 



asily SI 



e that the English don't seek r 



, and 



I 



suppose tl 
I avoid them. To be sure, there are but few or 
none here, save paEsengers. Florence and Naples 
are their Margate and Ram^ate, and much the 
same sort of company too, by ail accounts, which 
hurts us among the Italians. 

" I want to hoar of Lalla Rookh — are you out ? 
Death and tiends I why don't you tell me where 
you are, what you are, and how you are? I Bhsll 
go to Bologna by Ferrara, instead of Mantua : be- 
cause I would rather see the cell where they c^ed 
Tasso, and where he became mad and * *, than his 
own MSS. at Modena, or the Mantuan birthplace of 
that harmonious plagiary and miserable flatterer, 
whose cursed hexameters were drilled into me at 
Harrow. 1 saw Verona and Vicenza on my way 
here — Padua too. 

" I go alone, — but aione, because I mean to re- 
tifrn here. I only want to see Rome. J have not 
the least curiosity about Florence, though I must 
see it for the sake of the Venus, &c. &c. ; and I wish 
also to see the Fall of Temi. 1 think to return to 
Venice by Ravenna and Rimini, of both of which I 
mean to take notes for Leigh Hunt, who will be 
glad to hear of the scenery of liis Foem. There 
was a devil of a review of him in the Quarterly, a 
year ago, which he answered. All answers are im- 
prudent : but, to be sure, poetical flesh and blood 
must have the last word — that's certain. I thought. 
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and thint, very highly of liis Poem ; but I warned 
him of the row his favourite antique phraseology 
would bring him into. 

" You liave taken a liouse at Hornsey : I had 
much rather you had taken one in the Apennines. 
If you think of coming out for a summer, or so, tell 
me, that 1 may be upon the hover for you. 

" Ever," &c. 



LEitiii274. TO MR. MURRAY. 

"Venice, April 14. I81T. 

" By the favour of Dr. Polidori, who is here on 
his way to England with the present Lord G * •, 
(the late earl having gone to England by another 
road, accompanied by his bowels in a separate cof- 
fer,) I remit to you, to deliver to Mrs. Leigh, two 
mauiOureM ; but previously you will have the good- 
ness to desire Mr. Love (as a peace-offering between 
liim and me) to set them in plain gold, with my 
arms complete, and ' Painted by Prepiani — Venice, 
1817,' on the back. I wish also. that" you would 
desire Holmes to make a copy of eocA^-that is, both 
— for myself, and that you will retain the said copies 
till my return. One was done while I was very 
unwell : the other in my heaJtli, which may account 
for their dissimilitude. I trust that they will reach 
their destination in safety. 

" I recommend the Doctor to your good offices 
with your government friends ; and if you can be 
of any use to him in a literary point of view, pray 



" To-ttay, or rather yesterday, for it is past mid- 
D^t, I hove been up to the battlements of the 
highest tower in Venice, and seen it and its view, 
ID all the glory of a clear Italian sky. I also went 
over the Manfrini Palace, famous for its picturesi 
Amongst them, there is a portrait of Ariosto by 
Titian, surpassing all my anticipatioo of the power 
of painting or human expression : it is the poetry of 
portrait, and the portrait of poetry. There was also 
one of some learned lady, centuries old, whose name 
I forget, but whose features must always be remem' 
bered. I never saw greater beauty, or sweetness, 
or wisdom : — it is the kind of face to go mad for, 
because it cannot walk out of its trame. There is 
also a famous dead Christ and live Apostles, for 
which Buonaparte oSereil in vain five thousand 
louis; and of whidi, though it is a capo d'opera of 
Titian, as I am no connoisseur, I say little, and 
thought less, except of one figure in it. There are 
ten thousand others, and some very fine Giorgiones 
amongst them, &c. &q. There is an original Laura 
and Petrarch, very hideous both, Petrarch has not 
onlythedress,butthefeaturesandairof an old woman, 
and Laura looks by no means like a young one, or a 
pretty one. What struck me most in the general 
collection was the extreme resemblance of the style 
of the female faces in the mass of pictures, so many 
centuries or generations old, to those you see and 
meet every day among the existing Italians. The 
queen of Cyprus and Giorgione's wife, particularly 
the latter, are Venetians as it were of yesterday ; 



the same eyes and expression, 



ther 






) my mind. 



" You must recollect, however, that I know no- ■ 
thing of painting ; and that I detest it, unless it 
reminds me of something I have seen, or think it 
possible to see, for which reason I spit upon and 
abhor all the Saints and subjects of one half thi 
impostures T see in the churches and palaces ; and 
when in Fianders, I never was so disgusted in my 
life, as with Rubens and his eternal wives and infer- 
nal glare of colours, as they appeared to me ; and in 
Spain I did not tlilnk much of Murjllo and Velas- 
quez, Depend upon it, of all the arts, it is the 
most artificial and unnatural, and that by which the 
nonsense of mankind is most imposed upon. I Dever 
yet saw the picture or the statue which came a 
league within my conception or expectation ; but I 
have seen many mountains, and seas, and rivers, and 
views, and two or three women, who went as far be- 
yond it, — besides some horses ; and a lion (at Veli 
Pacha's) in the Morea; and a tiger at supper in 
Exeter Change. 

" When you write, continue to address to me at 
Venice. Where do you suppose the hooks you sent 
to me are ? At Turin f This comes of ' the Foreign 
Office,' which is foreign enough, God knows, for any 
good it can be of to me, or any one else, and be 
d — d to it, to its last clerk and first chaHatan, 
Castlereagh. 

" This makes my hundredth letter at least. 

" Yours," &c 



r 

^ hurry f 
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At Florence I remained but a day, having a 
hurry for Rome, to which I am thus far advanced. 
However, I went to the two gatleriea, from which 
one returns drunk with beauty. The Venus is 
for admiration tlian love ; but tliere are sculpture 
and painting, which for the first time at all gave n 
an idea of what people mean by their cant, and what 
Mr. Britham calls 'entusimusy' (i.e. enthusiasm) 
about those two most artificial of the arts. What 
struck me most were, the mistress of Raphael, a 
portrait ; the mistress of Titian, a portrait ; a Venus 
of Titian in the Medici gallery — lAe Venus ; Cano- 
va's Venus also in the other gallery: Titian's mistress 
is also in the other gallery (that is, in the Pitti 
Palace gallery) : the ParciE of Michael Angelo, a 
picture : and the Antiiious, the Alexander, and 
one or two not very decent groups in marble ; the 
Genius of Death, a sleeping figure, &c &c. 

" I also went to the Medici chapel — fine frippery 
in great slabs of various expensive stones, to com- 
memorate Gfly rotten and forgotten ca'Cassea. It is 
unfinished, and will remain so. 

" The church of ' Santa Croce" contwns much 
illustrious nothing. The tombs of Machiavelli, 
Michael Angelo, Galileo Galilei, and Alfieri, make 
it the Westminster Abbey of Italy. I did not 
admire any of these tombs — beyond their contents. 
That of Alfieri is heavy, and all of them seem to me 
overloaded. What is necessary but a bust and 
name? and perhaps a date? the last for the unchro- 
nological, of whom I am one. But all your allegory 
and eulogy is infernal, and worse than the long wigg 



of English numskulls upon Roman bodies in the 
statuary of the reigns of Charles II., WiUiam, and 
Anne. 

" When you write, write to Venice, as usual ; I 
mean to return there in a fortnight. I shall not be 
in England for a long time. This afternoon I met 
Lord and LaUy Jersey, and saw them for some time : 
all well ; children grown and healthy ; she very 
pretty, but sunburnt ; he very sick of travelling ; 
bound for Paris, There are not many English on 
the move, and those who are, mostly homewards. I 
shall not return till business makes me, being much 
better where I am in health, &c. &c. 

" For the sake of my personal comfort, I pray you 
send mo immediately to Fesice — mind,Venice — viz. 
Waitei tooth-poteder, red, a quantity; caicined mag- 
nesia, of the best quality, a quantity ; and all this by 
safe, sure, and speedy means ; and, by the Lord l 
do it. 

" I have done nothing at Manfred's third Act. 
You must wait i ITl have at it in a week or two, or 
BO. Yours ever," &c. 



LEma 277. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Rome, May i. Iai7. 
" By this post (or next at farthest) I send you in 
two other covers, the new third Act of ' Manfred." 
I have re-written the greater part, and returned 
what is not altered in the proof you sent me. The 
Abbot is become a good man, and the Spirits are 
brought in at the death. You will find, I think. 
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ACT III. — SCESE I, 
A HaU UK the Caslle tf Ma^^reiL 
MjkliTBEIi and Herhin. 
Mm Wh*t is Ihe hour ? 

fftr. It "-acts but cme tU! 

Ani proButn a lovel; twilight. 

Ak ■!! tliin 
Aitilirectei!? 

(f<i\ AU, my lord, »ie ready: 

|t«(* i* (III! 1^^ ■n*^ casket. 

Mm. It is well; 

TiMU in«j'Bl retire. [ 

JItiH. (aloae-) There isa calm upon me- 
iMapIicab'^ stilluess ! which till now 
DM not belong to what I knew of life. 
UthU I did not kaow philosophy 
ft In of all our vanidea the molhest, 
Xtn UHiesl word ttiat ever fooi'd the ear 
fKta out the schoolmmi'sj argon, I should dcei 
ne golden secret, the sought ' Kalon,' found, 
And mled in my soul. It wiU not last, 
But It >9 "'<'" to bate tnonm it, though but one 
ll hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense. 
And I witliin my tablets would note down 
XbM there is sucb a feeling. Who is there ? 



Won. Thanta, holy fath 
Uly presence honours thei 
Who dweU within Ihsm. 

jtbiel. Woul. 

Bnt I would fain confer with tti 



he with Count Maniired [ 
welcome to these walls; 
d hlebseth those 



u Hcnaan, r 



What 



ouldn 



rerend guest? 
[EtU Hirkan. 



Abbot. Thus, without prelude ; — . 
And good intenl, must plead my pritilege ; 
Our near, inough not acquainted ueigfaboiuhDod, 
Ms; also be my herald. Rumours strange, 
And of unholy nature, are abroad. 
And busy with iliy name — a noble name 

:enturic9 ; may he who bears it now 
I Transmit it unimpair'd. 

iji. Proceed, — I listen. 

bet. 'Tis said thou holdest conterae vrith the tfainga 

■ "Wikich are forbidden to ^e aeareh of man ; 
I That with the dnellers of the dark abodes, 
I'TliB muiy evil and unhcatenly spirits 
rVhich walk the tallcy of the shade of death, 
f Thou communest. I know that with tnankind, 

fellows in creation, thou dost rarely 
B Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
^ I> aa on anchorite's, were it but holy- 
fan. Aud vhal are they who do sToudi these things ': 
'/rboi. My pious brethren — the scared peasantry < — 
n thy own vassal? — who do look on thee 
I With most unquiet eyes. Thy life 's in pciil. 
JUan. Take it. 
jlMof. I come to save, and not destroy — 

■ I would not pry into thy secret bouIj 

Bui if these things be sooth, there still is time 

For penitence and pity : reconcile thee 

Vilh tbe true church, and through the church to henven. 

lian. I hear thee. This is my reply ; Whate'er 
I may have been, or am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself. — I shall not choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. E 



St your Dt 






id punbh ! ' 



I will be perceived Ilmt, os far 
B«f the third Act has been retained. 
VOL. IV. C 



IS 
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Abbtt. Then, hoar and tremble ! For the headstrong wretch 
WliD in the mail of innatr hardihood 
Would shield himself, and battle for liU am. 
There U the stake an earth, and beyond earth eternal 

3fan. Charilj, most reverend father. 
Becomes thy lips so much more [ban this menace, 
That I would call thee bacic to it ; but say. 
What wouldsl Uioa with me? 

Abbot, It may be there are 

Things that would shake thee — but I keep them back, 
And give tliee till lo-mnrrow to repent. 
Then if Ihou dost not all devote thyself 
Tapenaiicc, and with gift of all thy lands 



Toth 






1 understand Ibee, — well ! 
AlAat. Expect no mercy ; I have warned thee. 
Man. (opeaias tli'caiiet.) Slop^- 
There is a gift far thee within this casket. 

[Manfasd opeia llis casket, sirikei a lighl. 



Ho 



! Ashtoroth ! 
The DrHON J 
The raven sit 
On the rsv 
And his blaci 



TAKoiii ajjjwnrj, anging os/oUoib 

-white bone ; 

le night-winds blow, 



• " Kaven-slono (Rahcnsle 
word for the pbbet, which i 
t, and made of stone 
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And this ia tbe tune by the light of the mooa 
To which the witchea danre their round — 
Menil;, merril;, cheerily, cheerily, 

Merrily^ apeeds the ball ; 
The dead in their aJirouda, and the deraonB in clouds. 

Flock to the witches' camiinl. 
Jbbot. I fear thee not — hence — hence — 
Avaunt thee, evil one '. — help, ho ! without there ! 

Man. Convey thia man to tbe Shreckhorn — to its peak — 
, iTo its eitremest peak — >Fat«h with him there 
^nnn now till sunriae ; let hhn gaze, and know 
He ne'er again will be so near to heaven. 
But harm him not ; and, when the moiron breaks, 
Set him down aafe in his cell — away with him J 
Jsi. Had I not better bring hia brethren too, 
Convent and all, to bear him company? 

Mm. No, thia will serve for tbe present. Take him up. 
Aih. Come, fViar ! now an eiorciam or two. 
And we sball fly the tighter. 
AsHTABOTH disappears iDi'ift the Abbot, sinemg asjbllmii; — 
A prodigal son and a maid undone. 

And a widow re-wedded within the year ; 
And a worldly monk and a pregnant nun, 
Are things which every day appear. 
lUliNFBUi akna. 
Ifan. Why would this fool break in on me, and tbrce 

It was not ot my seeking. My heart sickens. 
And weighs a fii'd foreboding on my aoul ; 
But it U calm —calm as a sullen sea 
Alter the hurricane; tiie winds are still, 
[ But the cold wavea swell liigh and heavily. 
And there i< danger in Ihctn. Such a rest 



[ la no repose. My life hath been s 
And every thought a wound, till I 
In the immortal part of mc — Wh 



mibat. 
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Rc-enler HEKHiJf. 
Her, My lord, you bade me wait on you Bt suiuet : 
He sinliB behind itae mounuin. 

Man. Doth he lo ? 

1 will lotdi on htm. 

[MiNfEiD adiianeei ta Ihe uiiiiiiiiii of the Ai 



Clor 






eidol 



Of early nature, and Ihe i 

Of undlKeased mankind, tlie giant bons 

Of Ihe embrace of angels, with a sex 

More henudful than Ihey, which did draw down 

TTie ening spirits who can ne'er return. — 

Most glorious orb ! that wcrt a wor^p, ere 

The mystery of thy making was ref eal'd ! 

Thou earliest tniniater of the Almighty, 

Whieh gladden'd, on their mountain tops, Ihe heart! 

Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd 

Themselves in orisons ! Thou material CiKi ! 

And representative of the Unlcnown — 

Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star ! 

Centra of nuuiy stars ! which mak'sl our cartli 

Endurable, and temperest the hues 

And hearts of all who walk witJiin thy rays! 

Sire of the seasons I Monarch of the climes. 

And those who dwell in Ibem I for, near or br, 

Eien as our outward aspects i — thou dost rise. 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well ! 

I ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance 

Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 

My latest look : thou wilt not beam on one 

To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 

Of a more fatal nature. He is gone: 

I follow. [Exit Mahtud. 

• This fine soliloquy, and a great part of the i 
scene, have, it is hardly necessary to remark, been retained [b | 
the present form of the Drama. 



SCENE II. 

Tie MetoUamt — Tht Caale of Manfred at ame diitsmx — ' 

Terrace before a Tmver— Time, Tunliehl. 

Heuun, MtKDiL, and nther Dependants of MA)ir&ED. 

Mer, 'Tl3 strange enough ; night aSier night, for yearSr 
He hath pursued 1i>ng vigiU in this towt^r, 
Without a witness. I hsie been within it, — 
So hare we all been oft-tiroei ; but from it. 
Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, there is 
One chamber wbere none enter ; I would give 
Tbe fee of what I have to come these three fears. 
To pore upon its mysteries. 

Man-ud. 'Twere dangeroua ; 

ConlenI thyself with what thou know'st already. 

Ber. Ah ! Manuel ! Ihou art elderly and wise. 
And couldst say much ; thou hast dirdt within the caitle — 
How many years is't? 

ManueL Ere Count Manfred's birth, 

I served his fadier, whom he nought resembles. 

Her. There be more sons in lifce predicament. 



Butw 



■y differ i 






Count Sigismund w 



velltr 



With books and solitude, nor made the nigbt 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, 
Meiiier than day ; he did not walk the rocks 
And forests Ufe a wolf, nor turn aside 
From men and their delights. 



Butth 






outdtli 
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Manuel, These walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh ! I have seen 
Some strange things in these few years.* 

Her. Come, be friendly ; 

Relate me some, to while away our watch : 
I*ve heard thee darkly speak of an event 
Which happened hereabouts, by thb same tower. 

Manuel* That was a night indeed ! I do remember 
'Twas twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening ; — yon red cloud, which rests 
On £igher*s pinnacle, so rested then, — 
So like that it might be the same ; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter with the climbing moon ; 
Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower, — 
How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings — her, whom of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing he seemed to love, — 
As he, indeed, by blood was bound to do. 
The lady Astarte, his — 

Her, Look — look — the tower — 

The tower*s on fire. Oh, heavens and earth ! what sound. 
What dreadful sound is that ? [ji crash Wee thunder. 

ManueL Help, help, there ! — to the rescue of the Count, — 
The Count's in danger, — what ho ! there ! approach ! 

[^Tke Servants, Vassals, and Peasantry approacli, slujnfied 
vnth terror. 
If there be any of you who have heart 
And love of human kind, and will to aid 
Tliose in distress — pause not — but follow me — 
The portal's open, follow. [Manuxl goes m. 

Her. Come — who follows ? 

Wliat, none of ye ? — ye recreants ! shiver then 

* Altered in the present form, to *< some strange thinga i» 
them, Herman." 
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Without. I will not see old Manuel risk 




Hk few remaining years unaided. [HutuaN 


SMS m. 


Fais^. Hark ! — 




No — all is silent — not a breath — the flnme 




Which shot forth such s hlaie is also gone ; 




What may this mean ? Let's enter ! 




PeosoW. Faith, not I,— 




Not that, if one, or two, or more, will join, 




I then will stay behind ; but, for my part. 




I do not sea precisely to what end. 




Vaisal. Ceaseyour vain prating — come. 




_ Manuel, {spfaking wUhin. ) 'Tk all in 


Bin — 


^ He's dead. 




■ Her. (wUhin.) Not so — even now raethought lie m 


oved; 


■ But it is dark — so bear hin> gently out — 




■ Softly — how cold he is ! lake care of his temples 




^H In winding down the staircase. 




H niftier MANUEL and Herman, bmring Mantred i,it6aram,i. ■ 


^M MaaueL Hie to Uie castle, some of ye, and bring 


■ 


■ What aid you can. Saddle the barb, and speed 


M 


^M For the leedi to the dty — quick 1 some water there ! 


■ 


■ Her. Hischeekisblack — butthervisaraintbeat 


■ 


■ Sdll lingering about the heart. Some water. 


■ 


^B [T/iey iprintle M.AliTt.iLD wiih water : ajter 


.p,». ■ 


^1 hegaetiomcsigmo/l^. 


■ 


■ Manvd. He seems to atrive lo speak— come — 


chc^rly. H 


^K Count 


■ 


^^K He moves his Ups— canst hear him? I am old. 


■ 


^H And cumot catch tUnt sounds. 


■ 


^H [HiaiiAN inclining hii head and lUlening. ■ 


^^B Her. I hear a word 


■ 




■ 


^H Wbat'itobedone? lei's bear him (o tbe castle. 


■ 


^H [Manfmd ™(ioB, with hii hand not lo remote Aim. ■ 


^H afanurf. He disapproves — and 'twere of no avaU - 




^^V He changes rapidly. 


^1 


^H Her. 'TwUl soon be over. 


^H 


L_ 


d 



r 
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JfaMid. Ob ! what a deitb ii llm I Ibil 1 ihould lira 
To sbike mj gray biurt ovi^r ihe tmt cliief 
Of the boiae a( Sigismund. — And such * death ! 
Alone — we know not how — unshriTed — untended — 
With strange arcompanimpnla otid fearful wgna — 
I shudder St the sigb< — but must not leave him. 

Manfred. {^eakineJianUy and doadyA Old man! 'tis not w> 
difficult to die. [MaHrKEDAaiing nod Ihu tipint. 

Her. His eyes are filed and lifeless. — He is gone 

MajuuL Close them. — My old band quivers He de- 

Whitber? I dread to think — but he is gone ! 



LtrtEii 27S. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Rome, Majg. 1817 

" Address all arswers to Venice ; for there I shall 
return in fifteen days, God willing. 

" I aent you from Florence ' The Lament of Tosso,' 
and from Rome the third Act of Manfred, both of 
which, I trust, will duly arrive. The terms of these 
two I mentioned in niy last, and will repent in this : 
it is three hundred for each, or six hundred guineas 
for the two — that is, if you like, and they are good 
for anything. 

" At last one of the parcels is arrived. In the 
notes to Childe Harold there is a blunder of yours 
or mine : you talk of arrival at St. Gingo, and. Im- 
mediately after, add — 'on the height is the Cha- 
teau of Clarens.' This is sad work: Clarens is on 
the other side of the Lake, and it is quite impossible 
that I should have so bungled. Look at the MS. ; 
and at any rate rectify it. 



II 

II 
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" The ' Tales of my Landlord ' I have read with 
great pleasure, and perfectly understand now why my 
sister and aunt are so \ erj poaitive in the very erro- 
neous persuasion that thej must have been written 
by me. It jou knett me as well as they do, you 
would have fallen, perhaps, into the some mistake. 
Some day or other, I u dl explain to you why — when 
I have time , at present, it dnes not much matter ; 
but you must have thought this blunder of theirs 
very odd, and so did I, till I had read the book. 
Croker's letter to you is a very great compliment ; I 
shall return it to you in my next. 

" I perceive you are publishing a Life of RafFacI 
d'Urbino : it may perhaps interest you to hear that 
a set of German artists here allow their hair to 
grow, and trim it into hi» fashion, thereby drinking 
the cummin of the disciples of the oldphQosopher; if 
they would cut their hair, convert it into brushes, 
and paint like him, it would be more ' German to 
the matter.' 

" I'll tell you a story : the other day, a man here — 
an English — mistaking the staLues of Charlemagne 
and Constantine, which are equeslriati, for those of 
Peter and Paul, asked another which was Paul of 
these same horsemen? — to which the reply was, 
— ' I thought, sir, that St. Paul had never got on 
horseback since his accident f ' 

" I'll tell you another : Henry Fox, writing to some 
one from Naples the other day, aFter an illness, adds 
— ' and I am so changed, that my oldest creditors 
would hardly know me.' 

"lam delighted with Rome — as I would be with 
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England so hooq as you imagine ; and by no means 

at all as a residence. If you cross the Alps in your 
projected expedition, you will tind me somewhere 
in Lonibardy, and very glad to see you. Only give 
me a word or two beforehand, for I would readily 
diverge some leagues to meet you. 

" Of Rome I say nothing ; it is quite indescrib- 
able, and the Guide-book is as good as any other. 
I dined yesterday with Lord Laiisdowne, who is 
on his return. But there are few English here at 
present ; the winter is lli^r time. I have been 
on horseback most of the day, all days since my 
arrival, and have taken it as I did Constantinople. 
But Rome is the elder sister, and the finer. I went 
some days ago to the lop of the Alban Mount, 
which is superb. As for the Coliseum, Pantheon, 
St Peter's, the Vatican, Palatine, &c. &C. — as I 
said, vide Guide-book. They ore quite inconceivable, 
and must be seen. The Apollo Belvidere is the image 
of Lady Adelaide Forbes — I think I never saw such 
a likeness. 

" I have seen the Pope alive, and a cardinal dead, 
— both of whom looked very well indeed. The 
latter was in state in the Cliiesa Nuova, previous to 
his interment. 

" Your poetical alarms are groundless : go on and 
prosper. Here is Hohhouse just come in, and ray 
horses at the door, so that I must mount and take 
the field in the Campus Martius, which, by the way, 
is all built over by modern Rome. 

■' Yours very and ever, &c 



i 



L 



' LORD BYRON. 



■* P. S> Hobbouse preEents hU remenibranceB, 
A is eager, wilh all the world, for your new 
I poem." 
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TO MR. MURRAY. 
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"Venice, May 30. 1B17. 

" I returned from Rome tiro days ago, and have 
received your letter ; but no sign nor tidings of the 
parcel sent through Sir C. Stuart, which you men- 
tion. Afteranintervalof months, apacltet of ' Tales,' 
&C. found me at Rome ; but this is all, and may be 
all that ever will find me. The post seems to be 
the only sure conveyance ; and that only for letters. 
Trom Florence I sent you a poem on Tasso, and 
■from Rome the new third Act of ' Manfred,' and 
by Dr. Polidori two portraits for my sister. I left 
Rome and made a rapid journey home. You will 
continue to direct here as usual. Mr. Hobbouse k 
gone to Naples : I should have run down there too 
for a week, but for the quantity of English whom I 
heard of there. I prefer hating them at a distance ; 
unless an earthquake, or a good real irruption of 
Vesuvius, were ensured to reconcile me to their 
vicinity. 

" The day before I left Rome I saw three robbers 
guillotined. The ceremony — including the masqued 
priests ; the halt-naked executioners ; the bandaged 
criminals; the black Christ and his banner; the 
scafibld; the soldiery; the slow procession, and the 

"dc rattle and heavy fall of the axe ; the splash 
the blood, and the ghastliness of the exposed 
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heads — is altogether more impresEive than the 
vulgar and uq gentlemanly dirty ' new drop,' and 
dog-like agony of infliction upon the sufferers of the 
English sentence. Two of these men behaved 
calmly enough, but the first of the three died with 
great terror and reluctance. What was very hor- 
rible, he would not lie down ; then his neck was toe 
large for the aperture, and the priest was obliged to 
drown his exclamations by still louder exhortations. 
The head was off before the eye could trace the 
blow; but from an attempt to draw back the head, 
notwithstanding it was held forward by the liau", the 
first head was cut off close to the ears : the other 
two were takeu off more cleanly. It is better than 
the oriental way, and (I should think) than the axe 
of our ancestors. Tlie pain seems little, and yet the 
effect to the spectator, and the preparation to the 
criminal, is very striking and chilling. The first 
turned me quite hot and tliirsty, and made me shake 
so that I could hardly hold the opcra-glass (I 
close, but was determined to see, as one should 
every thing, once, with attention) ; the second and 
third (which shows how dreadfully soon things grow 
indifferent), I am ashamed to say, had no effect 
me as a horror, though I would have saved them if 
I could. Yours," &c. 

LirrERSSl. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, June 4. 181 

" I have received the proofs of the ' Lament -._ 
Tasso," which makes me hope that you have alBff' 



I 



I 
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received the reformed third Act of Manfred, from 
Rome, which I sent soon after my arrival there. 
My date will apprise you of my return home within 
J days. For me, I have received Tume of 
your packets, except, after long delay, the ' Tales 
of ray Landlord,' which I before acknowledged. I 
do not at all understand the why fwtU, but so it is; 
no Manuel, no letters, no tooth-powder, no extract 
from Moore's Italy concerning Marino Faliero, no 
NOTHING — as amanhallooedout at oneof Burdett's 
elections, after a long ululatus of ' No Bastille \ No 
governor-ities 1 No — * God knows who or what ; — 
but his Tie plus ultra was, ' No nothing 1' — and my 
receipts of your packages amount to about his 
meaning. I want the extract from Moore's Italy 
very much, and the tooth-powder, and the magnesia; 
I don't care so much about the poetry, or the letters, 
or Mr. Maturin's hy-Jasus tragedy. Most of the 
things sent by the post have come — I mean proofs 
and letters ; therefore send me Marino Faliero by 
the post, in a letter. 

IS delighted with Rome, and was on horseback 
id it many hours daUy, besides in it the rest 
of my time, bothering over its marvels. I excursed 
and skirred the country round to Alba, Tivoli, Fres- 
cati, Licenza, &c. &c ; besides, I visited twice the 
Fall of Terni, which beats everything. On myway 
back, close to the temple by its banks, I got some 
famous trout out of the river Clitumnus — the 
prettiest little stream in all poesy, near the first 
post from FolJgno and Spoletto. — I did not stay at 
Florence, being anxious to get home to Venice, and 



having already seen the galleries fuid other sights. 
I left my commendatory letters the evening before 
I went, so I saw nobody. 

" To-day, Pindemonte, the celebrated poet of 
Verona, called on me ; he is a little thin man, witli 
acute and pleasing features ; his address good and 
gentle; his appearance altogethervery philosophical; 
his age about sixty, or more. He is one ot' their 
best going. I gave liim Fnrsytli, as he speaks, or 
reads ratlier, a little English, and will find there a 
iavourable account of himsclll He enquired after 
his old Cruacan trienda, Parsons, Greathead, Mrs. 
Piozzi, and Merry, ail of wliom he had known in his 
youth. I gave him as bad nn account of tliem as I 
could, answering, as llie false ' Solomon Lob' does 
to ' Totterton' in the farce, ' all gone dead," and 
damned by a satire more tliitn twenty years ago; 
that the name of their extin^'uiaher was Gifford; 
that they were but a sad set of scribes after all, and 
no great things in any other way. He seemed, as 
was natural, very much pleased with tliis account , 
of his old acquaintances, and went away greatly 
gratified with that and Mr. Forsyth's sententious ' 
paragraph of applause to his own (Pindemonte's) ' 
favour. After having been a little libertine in his 
youth, he is grown devout, and takes prayers, and ] 
talks to himself, to keep off the de^'il ; but for all 
that, he is a very nice little old gentleman. 

" I forgot to tell you that at Bologna (which 
is celebrated for producing popes, painters, and" 
sausages) I saw an anatomical gallery, where there 
is a deal of waxwork, in which * *. 



VlBIT. 



I.IFE OF LORD BVltON. 



55 

" I am sorry to hear of your row with Hunt ; but 
suppose him to be exasperated by the Quarterly and 
your refusal to deal; and when one is angry and 
edites a paper, I should think the temptation too 
strong for literary nature, which is not oiways 
human. I can't conceive in what, and for what, he 
abuses you: what have you done? you are not an 
author, nor a politician, nor a public character ; I 
know no scrape you have tumbled into. I am the 
more sorry for this because I introduced you to 
Hmit, and because I believe him to be a good man ; 
but till I know the particulars, I can give no opinion. 

" Let me know about Lalla Rookh, which must 
be out by this time. 

" I restore the proofs, but the punctuation should 
be corrected. I feel too lazy to have at it myself; 
so beg and pray Mr. Gifford for me. — Address to 
Venice. In a few days I go to my viUeggiatura, in 
a cogsino near the Brenta, a few miles only on the 
mun land. I have determined on another year, and 
many yean of residence if I can compass them. 
Marianna is with me, hardly recovered of the fever, 
which has been attacking all Italy last winter. I am 
afraid she is a little hectic ; but 1 hope the best. 
" Ever, &c. 

" P. S. Torwaltzen has done a bust of rae at 
Rome for Mr. Hobhoose, which is reckoned very 
r Canova, and by some 
referred to him. 

" I have had a letter from Mr, Hodgson. He is 

y happy, has got a living, but not a child: if he 
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had Btuck to a curacy, babes would have come of 
course, because he could not liave maintained Uiem. 

" Remember nie to all friends, &c &c. 

" An Austrian officer, the other day, being in love 
with a Venetian, was ordered, with his regiment, 
into Hungary. Distracted between love and duty, 
he purchased a deadly drug, which dividing with his 
mistress, both swallowed. The ensuing pains were 
terrific, but the pills were purgative, and not poison- 
ous, by the contrivance of the unsentimental apothe- 
cary ; so that so much suicide was all thrown away. 
You may conceive the previous confusion and the 
final laughter ; but tlic intention was good on all 

Lrmaasa. TO MR. MURRAY. 



" The present letter will be dehvered to you by 
two Armenian friars, on their way, by England, to 
Madras. They will also convey some copies of the 
grammar, which I think you agreed to take. If you 
uan be of any use to them, eitlier amongst your 
naval or East Indian acquaintances, I hope you will 
so far oblige me, as they and their order have been 
remarkably attentive and iriendly towards me since 
my arrival at Venice. Their names are Father 
Sukias Somalian and Father Sarkis Theodorosian. 
They speak Italian, and probably French, or a little 
Enghsh. Repeating earnestly my recommendatory 
request, believe me, very truly, yours, 

" Btbon 
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" Perhaps you can help them to their passage, t 
give or get them letters for India." 



I 



LtnHa2B3, TO MR. MURRAY. 

" La Mira, mar Venice, June H. 1S17. 

" I write lo you from the banks of the Brenta, a 
few miles from Venice, wliere I have colonised for 
six months to come. Address, as usual, to Venice. 

" ITiree months after date (17th March),— like 
the unnegotiable bill despondingly received by the 
reluctant tailor, — your despatch has ai'rived, con- 
taining the extract from Moore's Italy and Mr. 
Maturin's bankrupt tragedy. It is the absurd work 
of a clever man. I think it might have done upon 
the stage, if he had made Manuel (by some trickery, 
in a masque or vizor) fight his own battle, instead 
of employing Molineux as his champion ; and, after 
the defeat of Torismond, have made him spare tht; 
son of his enemy, by some revulsion of feeling, not 
incompatible with a character of extravagant and 
distempered emotions. But as it is, what witli the 
Justiza, and the ridiculous conduct of the whole 
dratn.pers. (for they are all as mad as Manuel, who 
surely must have had more interest with a corrupt 
bench than a distant relation and heir presumptive, 
somewhat suspect of liomicide,) I do not wonder 
at its failure. As a play, it is impracticable; as a 
poem, no great things. Who was the ' Greek that 
grappled with glory naked ? ' the Olympic wrestlers ? 
or Alexander the Gieat, when he ran stark round 
the tomb of t'other fellow? or the Spartan who was 
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fined by the Ephori for fighting without his armour? 
or who? And as to < flaying off life like a garment,' 
helas! that's in Tom Thumb — see king Arthur's 
soliloquy : 

" < Life's a mere rag, not worth a prince's wearing ; 
I'U cast it off.* 

And the stage-directions — ' Staggers among the 
bodies ;' — the slain are too numerous, as well as the 
blackamoor knights-penitent being one too many: 
and De Zelos is such a shabby Monmouth Street 
villain, without any redeeming quality — Stap my 
vitals ! Maturin seems to be declining into Nat. Lee. 
But let him try again ; he has talent, but not much 
taste. I *gin to fear, or to hope, that Sotheby, after 
all, is to be the Eschylus of the age, unless Mr. Shiel 
be really worthy his success. The more I see of 
the stage, the less I would wish to have any thing 
to do with it ; as a proof of which, I hope you have 
received the third Act of Manfred, which will at 
least prove that I wish to steer very clear of the 
possibility of being put into scenery. I sent it from 
Rome. 

" I returned the proof of Tasso. By the way, 
have you never received a translation of St. Paul 
which I sent you, not for publication, before I went 
to Rome? 

<< I am at present on the Brenta. Opposite is a 
Spanish marquis, ninety years old ; next his casino 
is a Frenchman's, — besides the natives ; so that, as 
somebody said the other day, we are exactly one of 
Goldoni's comedies (La Vedova Scaltra), where a 
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Spaniard, English, and Frenchman are introduced : 
but we are all very good neighbours, Venetians, &c. 
&c. &C. 

" I am just getting on horseback for my evening 
ride, and a visit to a physician, who has an agreeable 
family, of a wife and four unmarried daughters, all 
under eighteen, who are friends of Signora S " •, 
and enemies to nobody. There are, and are to be, 
besides, conversaziones and I know not what, a 
Countess Labbia's and I know not whom. The 
, weather is mild; the thermometer 110 in the sun 
this day, and 80 odd in the shade. Yours, &c. 

" N." 
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Lrrr«ii384. TO MR, MURRAY. 

" La Mira, nEBT Venice, June 17. lEi7. 

" It gives me great pleasure to hear of Moore's 
success, and tl)e more so that I never doubted that 
it would be complete. Whatever good you can tell 
me of him and his poem will be most acceptable : I 
feel very anxious indeed to receive it. I hope that 
he is as happy in his fame and reward as I wish him 
to be ; for I know no one who deserves both more 
— if any so much. 

" Now to business; •**•••! say unto you, 
verily, it is not so; or, as the foreigner said to 
the waiter, after asking him to bring a glass of 
water, to which the man answered, 'I will, sir,' — 
'You loill/ — G — d il— n, — I say, you mush!' 
And I will submit this to the decision of any person 
or persons to be appointed by both, oir a fair examin- 
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ation of the circumstances of this as compared with 
the preceding publications. So there's for you. 
There is always some row or other previously to aU 
our publications : it should seem that, on approxi- 
mating, we can never quite get over the natural an* 
tipathy of author and bookseller, and that more par- 
ticularly the ferine nature of the latter must break 
forth. 

'< You are out about the third Canto : I have not 
done, nor designed, a line of continuation to that 
poem. I was too short a time at Rome for it, and 
have no thought of recommencing* 

" I cannot well explain to you by letter what I con- 
ceive to be the origin of Mrs. Leigh's notion about 
* Tales of my Landlord ;* but it is some points of 
the characters of Sir E. Manley and Burley, as well 
as one or two of the jocular portions, on which it is 
founded, probably. 

" If you have received Dr. Polidori as well as a 
parcel of books, and you can be of use to him, be sa 
I never was much more disgusted with any human 
production than with the eternal nonsense, and tra- 
casseries, and emptiness, and ill humour, and vanity 
of that young person ; but he has some talent, and is 
a man of honour, and has dispositions of amendment, 
in which he has been aided by a little subsequent 
experience, and may turn out well. Therefore, use 
your government interest for him, for he is improved 
and improvable. 

« Yours," &c 
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" Enclosed is a letter to Dr. Holland from Pin- 
demonte. Not knowing the Doctor's address, I am 
desired to enquire, and, perhaps, being a literary man, 
you will know or discover his haunt near some popu- 
lous churchyard. I have written to jou a scolding 
letter — I believe, upon a misapprehended passage 
in your letter — but never mind: it will do for nest 
time, and you will surely deserve it. Talking of 
doctors reminds me once more to recommend to you 
one who will not recommend himself, — the Doctor 
Polidori. If you can help him to a publisiier, do ; 
or, if you have any sick relation, I would advise his 
advice : all the patients he had in Italy are dead — 
Mr. * *'s son, Mr. Horner, and Lord G • •, whom 
he emhowelled with great success at Pisa. 

" Remember me to Moore, whom I congratulate. 
How is Rogers ? and what is become of Campbell 
and all t'other fellows of the Druid order ? I got 
Maturin's Bedlam at last, but no other parcel ; I am 
in fits for the tooth-powder, and the magnesia. I 
want some of Burkitt's jorfo-powders. Will you tell 
Mr. Kinnaird that I have written him two letters on 
pressing business, (about Newstead, &c.) to which I 
humbly solicit his attendance. I am just returned 
I ftom a gallop along the banks of the Brenta — time, 
^ sunset. Yours, 
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UmktW. TO HB- MURBAT. 

- U Niim, ii«i Veni™. July I. I81T. 

* StecvH^ ftnaer letter, 1 hare been working up 
w* ^MnMWU into a Jourlh C«itio of Childe 
>lwm*t (^vrltidi I bave rougliened off about rather 
^*H« A*n thirty etanias, and mean to go on ; and 
Mv^Mttlv li> make this ' Fytte ' the concluding one of 
ttw fKHnii, so that you may pro[>ose against the 
«MlUnut to draw out the conscription for 1S18. You 
HiMtt [irovide moneys, as this new resumption bodes 
tvu (X'rtain disbursements. Somewhere about the 
«»il of September or October, I propose to be under 
wity (■• e. in the press) ; but I have no idea yet of 
\\\f probable length or calibre of the Canto, or what 
il will be good for ; but I mean to be as mercenary 
lu possible, an enample (I do not mean of any indi- 
vidual in particular, and least of all, any person or 
persons of our mutual acquaintance) which I should 
hnve followed in my youth, and I might still have 
been a prosperous gentleman. 

" No tooth-powder, no letters, no recent tidings 
of you. 

" Mr. Lewis is at Venice, and I am going up to 
«tay a week with him there — as it is one of hii en- 
tliusiasms also to like the city. 

" I stood in VcQico on tlie ' Bridge of Sighs,' &c. &c 

" The ' Bridge of Sighs ' (i. e. Ponte de'i Sospiri) 
is that which divides, or ralherjoins, the palace of the 
Doge to the prison of the state. It has two poa- 
Ugcs r the criminal went by the one to j 
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and returned by the other to death, being striuigleil 
in a chamber adjoining, where there was a mechani- 
cal process for the purpose. 

" This is the first stanza of our new Canto; and 
now for a line of the second : — 

Ami Mleni rows the aongless gondolier, 
Her palaces, &c. &l\ 

" You know that formerly the gondoliers sung- 
always, and Tosso's Gierusalemme was their ballad. 
Venice is built on seventy-two islands. 

"Tliere! there's a brick of your new Babel I and 
now, sirrah ! what say you to the sample ? 

" Yours, &c. 

" P. S. I shall write again by and by." 

Littkb287. to MR. MURRAY. 

" Li Mira, near Venice, July 8. 1817 

" If you can convey the enclosed letter to its 
address, or discover the person to whom it is directed, 
you will confer a favour upon the Venetian creditor 
of a deceased Englishman. This epistle is a dun 
lo his executor, for house-rent. The name of the 
insolvent defiinct is, or was, Porter Valter, according 
to the account of the plaintiff, which I rather suspect 
ought to be Waller Porter, according to our mode of 
collocation. If you are acquainted with any dead 
man of the like name a good deal in debt, pray dig 
Kim up, and tell him that ■ a pound of his fair i^esh * 
or the ducats are required, and that ' if you deny . 
thenii fie upon your law ! " 
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*^ I hear nothiDg more from you about Moore's 
poem, Rogers, or other literary phenomena ; but to- 
morrow, being post-day, will bring perhaps some 
tidings. I write to you with people talking Venetian 
all about, so that you must not expect this letter to 
be all English. 

^' The other day, I had a squabble on the highway, 
as follows : I was riding pretty quickly from Dolo 
home about eight in the evening, when I passed a 
party of people in a hired carriage, one of whom, 
poking his head out of the window, began bawling to 
me in an inarticulate but insolent manner. I wheeled 
my horse round, and overtaking, stopped the coach, 
and said, ' Signor, have you any commands for me?' 
He replied, impudently as to manner, < No.* I then 
asked him what he meant by that unseemly noise, to 
the discomfiture of the passers-by. He replied by 
some piece of impertinence, to which I answered by 
giving him a violent slap in the face. I then dis- 
mounted, (for this passed at the window, I being on 
horseback still,) and opening the door desired him to 
walk out, or I would give him another. But the first 
had settled him except as to words, of which he 
poured forth a profusion in blasphemies, swearing 
that he would go to the police and avouch a battery 
sans provocation. I said he lied, and was a * *, and 
if he did not hold his tongue, should be dragged out 
and beaten anew. He then held his tongue. I of 
course told him my name and residence, and defied 
him to the death, if he were a gentleman, or not a 
gentleman, and had the inclination to be genteel ia 
the way of combat. He went to the police, but there 
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having been bystanderB in tlie road, — particularly a 
Eoldier, wlio liad seen the business, — as well se my 
servant, Dotwithstanding the oaths of the coachman 
and five insides besides the plaintiif, and a good deal 
of paying on all sides, his complaint was dismissed, 
he having been the aggressor; — and I was subse- 
quently informed that, had 1 not given him a blow, 
he might have been had into durance. 

" So Bet down this, — ' that in Aleppo once ' I 
' beat a Venetian ; ' but I assure you that he de- 
served it, for I am a quiet man, like Candide, though 
with somen-hat of his fortune in being forced to 
forego my natural meekness every now and then. 
" Yours, &c. B." 



Let 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Venice, July 9. 1817. 

" I have got the sketch and extracts from Lalla 
Rookh. The plan, as well as the extracts, I have 
Been, please me very much indeed, and I feet impa- 
tient for the whole. 

" With regard to the critique on ' Manfred,' you 
have been in such a devil of a hurry, that you have 
only sent me the half: it breaks off at page 294> 
Send me the rest ; and also page 370., where there 
is < an account of the supposed origin of this dread- 
ful Btory,' — in whicli, by the way, whatever it may 
be, the conjecturer is out, and knows nothing of the 
matter. I had a better origin than he can devise or 
divine, for the soul of him. 
■ « Tfou say nothing of Manfred's luck in the world; 
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and I care not. He is one of the best of my misbe- 
gotten, any what they will. 

■' I got at last an extract, but nopareeh. They 
will come, I suppose, some time or other. I am come 
up to Venice for a day or two to bathe, and am just 
going to take a swim in the Adriatic ; so, good even- 
ing — the post waits. Yours, &c. 

«B. 

" P. S, Proy, was Manfred's speech to the Sun 
still retained in Act third? I hope so: it was one 
of the beet in the thing, and better than the Colos- 
seum. I have done Jifty-six of Canto fourth, 
Childc Harold; so down with your ducats." 
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Letter 289. TO MR. MOORE. 

" La Mint, Venice, July 10, I81T. 

" Murray, the Mokanna of booksellers, has con- 
trived to send me extracts from Lalla Rookh by the 
post. They are taken from some magazine, and 
contain a short outline and quotations from the 
two first Poems. I am very much delighted with 
what is before me, and very thirsty for the rest. 
You have caught the colours as if you had been in 
the rainbow, and the tone of the East is perfectly 
preserved. I am glad you have changed the title 
from ' Persian Tale.' 

" I suspect you have written a devilish fine com- 
position, and I rejoice in it from my heart ; because 
■ the Douglas and the Percy both together are con- 
fident against a world ui arms.' I hope you won't 



be affronted at my looking on tis as ' birda of a 
feather ; ' though on whatever subject you had 
written, I should have been very happy in your suc- 

" There is a simiJe of an orange-tree's ' flowers 
and fruits,' which I should have liked better if I did 
not believe it to be a reflection on • • ", 

" Do you remember Thurlow's poem to Sam — 
' Wlien Rogers ;' and that d — d supper of RanclifTe's 
that ought to have been a dinner ? ' Ah, Master 
Shallow, we have heard the chimes at midnight. 
But 

" My bent is on the shore 

And my bark Is on the sea ; 
But, before I go, Tom Moore, 
Here's n double health to thee ! 

" Here's a sjgh to those who love me. 
And a smile to those vho bate ; 
And whatever sky's above me. 
Here's a heart for every fate. 

■' Though the ocean roar around me, 
Yet it still shall lieu me on ; 
Though a desert should surround me, 
It bath springs that may be won. 

" Were't iJie last drop in the well, 

Aa 1 ga^p^d upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

'Tis to thee that I would drink. 

i " With that water, ss this wine. 
The libation I would pour. 
Should be — peace with thine and mine. 
And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 
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impostor is fine, and the plan of great scope for his 
genius, — and I doubt not that, as a whole, it will 
be very Arabegquc and beautifuL 

" Your late epistle is not the most abundant in in- 
formation, and has not yet been succeeded by any 
other; so that I know nothing of your own concerns, 
or of any concerns, and as I never liear from any body 
but yourself who does not tell me something as dis- 
agreeable as possible, I should not be sorry to hear 
from you; and as it is not very probable, — if I can, 
by any device or possible arrangement with regard 
to my personal affairs, so arrange it, — that I shall 
return soon, or reside ever in England, all that you 
tell me will be all I shall know or enquire after, as 
to our beloved realm of Grub Street, and the black 
brethren and blue sisterhood of that extensive 
suburb of Babylon. Have you had no new babe of 
literature sprung up to replace the dead, the distant, 
the tired, and the retired? no prose, no verse, no 
noihitig?" 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" I write to give you notice that I have completed 
tiiejbmik and ultimate Canto of Childe Harold. 



1 



;ntly the 

longest of the four. It is yet to be copied and 
polished ; and the notes are to come, of which it 
will require more than the third Canto, as it neces* 
sarily treats more of works of art than of nature. It 
shall be sent towards autumn; — and now for our 



I 1817. 



49 



I 



barter. What do you bid ? eh ? you shall have 
samples, an' it so please you : but I wish to knoH 
what I am to expect (as the saying is) in these haru 
times, nhen poetry does not let for half its value. 
If you are disposed to do what Mrs. Winifred Jenkins 
calls ' the handsome thing,' I may perhaps throw you 
some odd matters to the lot, — translations, or slight 
originals; there is no saying what may be on the 
anvil between this and the booking season. Recol- 
lect that it is the last Canto, and completes the work ; 
whether as good as the others, I cannot judge, in 
course — least of all as yet, — but it shall be as little 
worse as I can lielp. I may, perhaps, give some 
little gossip in the notes as to the present state of 
Italian literati and literature, being acquainted with 
some of their ca/ii — men as well as books ; — but 
this depends upon my humour at the time. So, now, 
pronounce : I say nothing. 

" Wlien you have got the whole fimr Cantos, I 
think you might venture on an edition of the whole 
poem in quarto, with spare copies of the two last for 
the purchasers of the old edition of the first two. 
There is a hint for you, worthy of the Eow ; and 
now, perpend — pronounce. 

" I have not received a word from you of the fate 
of ' Manfred' or ' Tasso,' which seems to me odd, 
whether they have failed or succeeded. 

" As this is a scrawl of business, and I have lately 
written at length and often on other subjects, I will 
only add that I am," &c. 
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and remember that I prefer the most disagreeable 
certainties to hints and innuendoes. The devil take 
every body : I never can get any person to be ex- 
plicit about any tiling or any body, and my whole 
life is passed in conjectures of what people mean : 
you all talk in the style of C • ■ L • •'s novels. 

" It is not Mr. St. John, but Mr. St.Aubyn, son 
of Sir John St. Aubyn. PoVutori knows him, and 
introduced him to me. He is of Oxford, and has 
got my parcel. Tlie Doctor will ferret him out, or 
ought. The parcel contains many letters, some of 
Madame de Staet'e, and other people's, besides MSS., 

Ac. By , if I find the gentleman, and he don't 

find the parcel, I will say something he won't like 

" You want a ' civil and delicate declension ' for 
the medical tragedy ? Take it — 

" Dear Docwr, I haie read your play, 
Whicb is • good one in ila way, — 
Purges the ey« and morea the bowela. 
And drenches handkerchiefi like towels 
With tears, Dial, in a jiui of grief. 
Afford hysti'riCB] relief 
To ahaller'd nerves and quicken'd pulsea, 
Which your catastrophe convuUes. 

" I like your moral and machinery j 
Your plot, too, has such scope for scenery ! 
Tour dialogue is apt and smart ; 
The play's concoction full of an ; 
Your hero raves, your heroine cries, 
AU Etah, and every l>ody dies. 
In short, your tragedy would be 
The very thing to hear and see : 
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Too luctj if it prove not annual, — 
And S • •, with his ' OrcsCea," 
(Which, by the by, the author's Ifest is,) 
Has lain so fery long on hand 
That I despair of all demand. 
I've advertised, but see my books, 
Or only walch my shopman's looks ; — 
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The room's so full of wiU uul htrds, 

Cralibes, CampbeHs, Crokera, Frerea, andWrnnU, 

And olhers, neitlier birds nor wils: — 

My humble tenement Biliniis 

All pcrwns in the dress of gent. 

From Mr. Hammond to Dog Dent. 

" A parly dines with me to-day, 

AL cleter men, who m»te thar way; 

They 're at this moment in discusdon 
On poor De Siael's late dissolution. 
Her boot, they saj, was in advance — 
Pray Heaien, she tell the truth of Franc 

" Thus run our time and tongues awu 
But, to return, sir, to your phiy : 

UnleM 'twere acled by O'Neill. 
My hands so full, my head so busy, 
I'm almost dead, and always diuy ; 
And BO, with endless truth and hurry. 
Dear Doctor, I am yours, 

" JoUK MuaRAT. 

P. S. 1 've done the fourth and last Canto, which 
133 stanzas. I desire you to name a 
price; if you don't, /will ; so I advise you in time. 
" Yours, &C. 
" There will be a good many notes." 

_ Among those minor misrepresentationB of which ' 
It was Lord Byron's fate to be the victim, advantaEe 
w^, at th.s time, taten of his professed distaste to \ 
^d J ' T '"'"^'' ^'"' "*■ -^ "f -hospitality, 
and even rudeness, towards «ome of his fellow- , 

ff ali who ever v,.ted hi:., n,any g.ateful te.tiWe. 
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miglit be collected to prove ; but I shall here con- 
tent myself with selecting a few extracts from ati 
nccount given me by Mr. Henry Joy of a visit which, 
in company with another English gentleman, he paid 
to tlie nohlc poet this summer, at his villa on the 
banks of the Brenta. After mentioning the various 
civilities they had experienced from Lord Byron ; 
and, among others, his having requested them to 
name their own day for dining with him, — " We 
availed ourselves," says .Mr. Joy, " ofthis considerate 
courtesy by naming the day fixed for our return to 
Padua, when our route would lead us to his door ; 
and we were welcomed with all the cordiality which 
was to be expected from so friendly a bidding. 
Such traits of kindness in such a itian deserve to 
be recorded on account of the numerous slanders 
thrown upon him by some of the tribes of tourists, 
who resented, as a personal affront, his resolution to 
avoid their impertinent inroads upon his retirement. 
So far from any appearance of indiscriminate aver- 
sion to his countrymen, his enquiries about his friends 
in England (r/iwrum pars magna fitisli) were most 
anxious and particular. 

" He expressed some opinions," continues my 
informant, " on matters of taste, which cannot fail 
to interest his biographer. He contended that 
Sculpture, as an art, waa vastly superior to Paint- 
ing; — a preference which is strikingly illustrated 
by the fact that, in the fourth Canto of Childe 
Harold, he gives the most elaborate and splendid 
account of several statues, and none of any pictures ; 
although Italy is, emphatically, the land of punting, 
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are nol to suppose that it is by, for, or through him, 
that I require more for this Canto tlian llie pre- 
ceding. — No : but if Mr. Eustace was to have had 
two thousBiid for a poem on Education : if Mr. 
Moore is to liave three tliousand for Lalla, &c. ; if 
Mr. Campbell is to have three thousand for his prose 
on poetry — I don't moan to disparage these gentle- 
men in their labours ^ but 1 ask the aforesaid price 
for mine. You will tell me that their productions 
are considerably longer: very true, and when they 
shorten them, I will lengthen mine, and ask less. 
You shall submit the MS. to Mr. Gifford, and any 
other two gentlemen to be named by you, (Mr. 
Frere, or Mr. Croker, or whomever you please, ex- 
cept such fellows as your ■ • b and * • s,) and if 
they pronounce this Canto to be inferior as a whok 
to the preceding, I will not appeal from their award, 
but bum the manuEcript, and leave things as they 
are. Yours very truly. 

" P S, In answer to a former letter, I sent you 
B short statement of what I thought the state of 
present copyright account, viz. six hundred poi 
still (or lately) due on Childe Harold, and six t 
dred guineas, Manfred and Tasso, making a total of 
twelve hundred and thirty pounds. If we agree 
about the new poem, 1 shall take the liberty to 
reser\-e the choice of the manner in which it should 
be published, viz. a quarto, certes." 
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LErrEE296. TO MR. HOPPtfER. 

" LaMira, Sepl, 12, ISIT. 

" I set out yesterday morning with the intention 
of paying my respects, and availing myself of your 
permission to walk over the premises.* On arriving 
at Padua, I found that the march of the Austrian 
troops had engrossed so many horses -j-, that those I 
could procure were hardly able to crawl ; and their 
weakness, together with the prospect of finding none 
at all at the poBt-houBC of Monselice, and consequently 
either not arriving that day at Este, or so late as to 
be unable to return home the same evenbg, induced 
me to turn aside in a second visit to Arqua, instead 
of proceeding onwards; and even thus I hardly got 

" Next week I shall be obliged to be in Venice to 
meet Lord Kinnaird and his brother, who are 

* A country-houBe on liic Euganeui tiills, near Este, whicli 
Mr. Hoppncr, who nss then Che English Consul- General at 
Venice, had for eome time occupied, and nhicb Lord Byron 
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. of him, 



esided in 



t So great was the demand for horses, on the line of march 
of Ibe Austrisns, that nil those belonging to private individuals 
were put in requisiticni for their u^, and Lord Byron himself 
received an order to send his for the same purpose. This, 
bowever, he positively refused to do, adding, that if an attempt 
were made to take them by force, he would sboot them through 
the head in the middle of the road, ratlier than submit to such 
an act of tyranny upon a foreigner who was merely a tempo- 
rary resident in the country. Whether his answer was ever 
reported to the higher authorities I know not ; but his horses 
were luffered to remain unmolested ia bis Btables. 
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vinced, the more I think of it, that he and aU o£ ub 
— Scott, Southey, Wordsworth, Moore, Campbelly 
I, — are all in the wrong, one as much as another; 
that we are upon a wrong revolutionary poetical 
system, or systems, not worth a damn in itself^ and 
from which none hut Rogers and Crahbe are free ; 
and that the present and next generations will' 
finally be of this opinion. I am the more confirmed 
in this by having lately gone over some of our 
classics, particularly Pope, whom I tried in this way, 
— I took Moore's poems and my own and some 
others, and went over them side by side with Pope's, 
and I was really astonished (I ought not to have 
been so) and mortified at the inefiable distance in 
point of sense, learning, effect, and even imagination^ 
passion, and invention^ between the little Queen 
Anne's man, and us of the Lower Empire. Depend 
upon it, it is all Horace then, and Claudian now, 
among us; and if I had to begin again, I would 
mould myself accordingly. Crabbe's the man, but 
he has got a coarse and impracticable subject, and 
* * * is retired upon half-pay, and has done enough, 
unless he were to do as he did formerly." 

Letter 298. TO MR, MURRAY. 

" September 17. 1817 

« Mr. Hobhouse purposes being in England in 
November; he will bring the fourth Canto with 



« There is more good sense, and feeling, and judgment in this 
passage, than in any other I ever read, or Lord Byron wrote,*' 
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faim, notes and all ; the text contains one liiiiKlrcJ 
and fifty stanzas, which is long for that measure. 

" With regard to the ' Arlosto of the North,' 
surely their themes, chivalrj', war, and love, were 
as like as can be; and as to the eompliment, if you 
knew what the Italians think of Ariosto, you would 
not hesitate about that. But as to their ' measures,' 
you forget that Ariosto's is an octave stanza, anil 
Scott's any thing but a stanza. If you think Scott 
will dislike it, say so, and I will expunge. I do not 
call him the ' Scotch Ariosto,' which would he sad 
provincial eulogy, but the ' Ariosto of the North' 
meaning of all countries that are not the South. * • 

" As I have recently troubled you rather fre- 
quently, I will conclude, repeating that I luii 

" Yours ever," &e. 



LiTTBR 299. TO MR. MURHAY. 

" OcloliPT 12. 181'!. 

" Mr. Kinnaird and his brother. Lord Kinnaird, 
have been here, and are now gone again. All your 
missives came, except the tooth-powder, of which I 
request further supplies, at all convenient oppor- 
tunities ; as also of magnesia and soda-powders, both 
great luxuries here, and neither to be had good, or 
indeed hardly at all, of the natives. • • • 

" In ■ ^'s Life, I perceive an attack upon the tlien 
Committee of D. L. Tlieatre for acting Bertram, and 
an attack upon Maturin's Bertram for being acted. 
Considerbg all things, this is not very grateful nor 
graceful on the part of tlie worthy autobiographer ( 

VOL. IV. T 



and I would answer, if I hud mt ublJgiid liiin. Put- 
ting my own pains to forward tlie views of • • out of 
tlie question, I know that there was every disposition, 
on the part of the Sub-Committee, to bring forward 
any productiou of his, were it feasible. Tlie play 
he offered, though poetical, did not appear at ail 
practicable, and Bertram i^d ; — and hence this 
I tirade, which ia the last cbapter of his vaga- 
bond life. 

" As for Bertram, Maturin raay defend his own 

jotten, if he likes it well enough; I leave the 
■Irish clergyman and the new Orator Ucnley to 
battle it out between them, satisfied to have donu 
jhe best I could for both. I may say this to you, 
who know it. 

" Mr. • • may coosolo himself with the fervour, — 
the almost religious fervour of hia and W • "'s dis- 
dples, as he calls it. If he means tliat as any proof 
of their merits, I will find him as much ' fervour' u\ 
behalf of Richard Brothers and Joanna Southcote 
as ever gathered over his pages M round his fire- 
side. 

" My answer to your proposition about the fourth 
Canto you wiH have received, and I await yours ; — 
perhaps we may not agree. I have since written a 
poem (of &4r octave stimzas), bumorous, in or after 
the escelleot manner of Mr. Whistlecraft (whom I 
talte to be Frere), on a Veiietiitn anecdote which 
amused me: — but till I have your answer, I can 
euy nothing more about it. 

■' Mr. HobhouBc does not return to England in 
November, as he intended, buj will winter herei 
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and as he is to convey tlie poem, or poems, — for 
tliere may perhaps be more than tlie two mentioned, 
(which, by the way, 1 shall not perhaps include in 
the same publication or agreement,) 1 sliall not be 
able to publish so soon as expected ; but I suppose 
there is no harm in the delay. 

" I have signed and sent your former copyrighis by 
Mr. Kinnaird, but not the receipt, because the money 
is not jet paid. Mr.Kmnairdhasa power of attor- 
ney to sign for me, and will, when necessary. 

" Many thanks for the Edinburgh Review, which 
is very kind about Manfred, and defends its origi 
nality, which I did not know that any body had 
attacked. I never read, and do not know that 1 
ever saw, the ' Faustus of Marlow,' and had, and 
have, no dramatic works hy me in English, except 
the recent things you sent me ; but I heard Mri 
Lewis translate verbally some scenes of Goer's 
Faust (which were, some good, and some had) last 
lummer; — which is all I knowof the history of that 
magical personage ; and as to the germs of Manfred, 
they may be found in the Journal which I sent to 
Mrs. Leigh (part of which you saw) when I went 
over first the Dent de Jaman, and then the Wengen 
or Wengeberg Alp and Sheideck, and made the 
giro of the Jungfrau, Shreckliom, fire. &c. shortly 
before I lefl Switzerland, I have the whole scene 
of Manfred before me as if it was but yesterday, 
and could point it out, spot by spot, torrent and all. 

" Of the Prometheus of jEschylus I was passion- 
ately fond as a boy (it was one of the Greek plays 
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ire read thrice a year at Harrow); — indeed that 
and the ' Medea' were the only ones, except the 
' Seren before Thebes,' which ever much pleased 
me. As to the ' Faustus of Marlow,' I never read, 
never saw, nor heard of it — at least, thought of it, 
except that I think Mr. Giiford mentioDed, in a note 
of hia which you sent me, iomething about the 
catastrophe ; but not as havbg any thing to do with 
mine, which may or may not resemble it, for any 
thing I know. 

"The Prometheus, if not exactly in my plan, has 
alw^a been so much in my head, that I can easily 
conceive its influence over all or any thing that I 
have written ;— but I deny Marlow and his progeny, 
and beg that you will do the same. 

" If you can send me the paper in question', 
which the Edinbui^h Review mentions, da. The 
review in the magazine you say was written by 
Wilson ? it had all the air of being a poet's, and was 
a very good one. The Edinburgh Review I take to 
be Jeffrey's own by its friendliness. I wonder they 
thought it worth while to do so, so soon after the 
former; but it was evidently with a good motive. 

" I saw Hoppner the other day, whose country- 
house at Este I have taken for two years. If you 
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■t Bumraer, let me know 



!, Male 



1, Ha 



ifllon, and Chantrej, 



Are oil partafcert 

Tbeae two lines are omitted in your letter to the 
doctor, after — 

" All clever men who male that way." 



LriTM 300. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, October 33. 1817. 

" Your two letters are before me, and our bargain 
is ED &r concluded. How sorry 1 am to hear that 
GiiFord is uowell 1 Pray tell me he is better : I hope 
it is nothing but cold. Ae you say his illness origi- 
^lates in cold, 1 trust it will get no further. 

" Mr. Whistlecraft has no greater admirer than 
myself: I have written a story in 89 stanzas, in 
imitation of him, called Beppa, (the short name fur 
Giuseppe, that is, the Joe of the Italian Joseph,) 
which I shall throw you into the balance of the fourth 
Canto, to help you round to your money; but you 
perhaps had better publish it anonymously ; but this 
we will see to by and by. 

" In the Notes to Canto fourth, Mr. Hobhouse 
has pointed out several errors of Gibbon, You may 
depend upon H.'s research and accuracy. You may 
print it in what shape you please. 

" With regard to a future large edition, you may 
print all, or any thing, except ' English Bards,' tfl 
the republication of which at no time will I consent. 
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I would not reprint them en any conBideration. I 



don't thick them good for much, ( 



D point of 



o recollect 

that 1 gave up the publication on account ofthe J?b^ 
lamls, and 1 do not think that any time or circum- 
stances can neutralise the suppression. Add to 
which, that, after being on terms with almost all th^ 
bards and critics of the day, it would be savage at 
any time, but worst of all noic, to revive this foolish 
lampoon. 

" The review of Manfred came very safely, and I 
am much pleased with it. It is odd that they should 
say (that is somebody in a magazine whom the Edin- 
burgh controverts) that it was taken from Marlow's 
Faust, which I never read nor saw. An American, 
who came the other day from Germany, told Mr. 
Hobhouse that Manfred was taken &om Goethe's 
Faust, Tlie devil may take both the Faustuses, 
German and EnglisJi — I have taken neither. 

" Will you send to Hanson, and say that he has 
not written since 9th September? — at least I have 
had no letter since, to my great surprise. 

" WiQ you desire Messrs, Morland to send out 
whatever additional sums have or may be paid in 
credit immediately, and always to their Venice cor- 
respondents ? It is two months ago that they sent 
me out an additional credit for one lAonsand poumU. 
Iwas very glad of it, but I don't know how the devil 
it came ; for I can only make out 500 of Hanaon*a 
payment, and I had thought the other 500 came 
from you ; but it did not, it seems, as, by yours df 
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the 7th instant, jou have only just paid the 1230/. 
balance. 

" Mr. Kinnaird is on Wia way home with the 
assignments. I can fix no time for the arrival of 
Canto fourth, which depends on the journey of Mr. 
HobtiouBc home ; and I do not think that this will 
be immediate. 

" Yours in great haate and very truly, 

"B. 

*' P. S. Morlands have not yet written to my 
bankers apprising the payment of your balances : 
pray desire them to do so. 

" Ask them about the previoua thousand — of 
which I know 500 came from Hanson's — and moke 
out the other 500 — that is, whence it came." 
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tmta 301. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, Norembor 15. J81T. 

<■ Mr. Kinnaird has probably returned to England 
by this time, and will have conveyed to yoa any 
tidings you may wish to have of us and ours. 1 have 
come back to Venice for the winter. Mr. Hobhouse 
will probably set off in December, but what day or 
week 1 know not. He is my opposite neighbour at 
present. 

" I wrote yesterday in some perplexity, and no 
very good humour, to Mr. Kinnaird, to inform me 
about Newstead and the Hansons, of which and 
whom I hear nothing since his departure from this 
|Jac«, except in a few unintelligible words from an 
unintelligible woman. 
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" I am aa sorry to hear of Dr. Fotidori's accident 
as one can be for a person for whom one has a dislike, 
and something of contempt. When he gets well, 
tell me, and how he gets on in the sick line. Poor 
fellow I how came he to fix there ? 

" I fear the Doclor's skill at Nomich 
Will hardly salt liic Doctor's porridge. 

Methought he was going to the Brazils to give the 
Portuguese physic (of wiiich they are fond to des- 
peration) witli the Danish consul. 

" Your new Canto has expanded to one hmidred 
and sixty-seven stanzas. It will be long, you see ; 
and as for the notes by Hobhouse, I suspect they 
will be oi' the heroic size. You must keep Mr. ■ ■ 
in good humour, for he is devilish touchy yet about 
your Review and all wliich it inherits, including the 
editor, the Admiralty, and its bookseller. I used to 
think that /was a good deal of an author in amour 
propre and Tioli me langere; but these prose fellows 
are worst, aAer all, about their little comforts. 

" Do you remember my mentioning, some months 
ago, the Marquis Moncada — a Spaniard of distinc- 
tion and fourscore years, my summer neighbour at 
La Mira? Well, about six weeks ago, he fell in 
love with a Venetian girl of family, and no fortune or 
character; took her into his mansion; quarrelled with 
all his former friends for giving him advice (except 
me who gave him none), and installed her present 
concubine and future wife and mistress of himself 
and iurniture. At the end of a month, in which she 
demeaned herself as ill as possible, he Ibund out &• 



correspondence between herand some former keeper, 
and aller nearly strangling, turned her out of the 
house, to the great scandal of the keeping part of the 
town, and with a prodigious 6clat, wliich has occu- 
pied all the canals and eofiee-houses in Venice. He 
said she wanted to poison him ; and she says — God 
knows what ; but between them they have made a 
great deal of noise. I know a little of both the par- 
ties : Moncada seemed a very sensible old man, a 
character which he has not quite kept up oq lliis 
occasion; and the woman is rather showy than pretty. 
For the honour of religion, she was bred in a con- 
vent, and for the credit of Great Britain, taught by 
an Englishwoman. " Yours," &c 



LiTiE* 303. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, December 3. 1817. 

" A Venetian lady, learned and somewhat stricken 
in years, having, in her intervals of love and devo- 
tion, taken upon her to translate the Letters and 
write the Life of Lady Mary Wortley Montague, — 
to wliich undertaking there are two obstacles, firstly, 
ignorance of English, and, secondly, a total dearth of 
information on the subject of her projected biogra- 
phy, has applied to me for facts or falsities upon 
this promising project. Lady Montague lived the 
last twenty or more years of her life in or near 
Venice, I believe ; but here they know nothing, and 
remember nothing, for the story of to-day is suc- 
ceeded by the scandal of to-morrow ; and the wit, 
and beauty, and gallantry, which might render your 
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countrywotuaii notorious in her own country, must 
have been fiere no great distinction — because the 
first is in no request, and the two latter are comnnoa 
to all women, or at least the iast of them. If you can 
therefore tell me any thing, or get any thing told, of 
Lady Worttey Montague, 1 shall take it as a favour, 
und will transfer and translate it to the ■ Dama' in 
qucBtion. And I pray you besides to send me, by 
some ijuick and safe voyager, the edition of her 
Letters, and the stupid Life, by Dr. Dallaumy, pub- 
lished by her proud and foolish family. 

" The death of the Princess Charlotte has been 3 
shock even here, and must have been an earthquake 
at home- The Courier's list of some three hundred 
heirs to the crown (including the house of Wirtem- 

berg, with that " • •, P , of disreputable memory, 

whom I remember seeing at various balls during the 
visit of the Muscovites, &c. in 1814) must be very 
consolatory to all true lieges, as well as foreigners, 
except Signer Travis, a rich Jew merchant of ihia 
city,who complains grievouslyofthe length of British 
mourning, which has countermanded all the silks 
which he was on the point of transmitting, for a 
year to come. The death of this poor girl is raelan« 
eholy in every respect, dyiiig at twenty or so, in 
childbed — of a 601/ too, a present princess and future 
queen, and just as she began to be happy, and to 
enjoy herself, and the hopes which she inspired. 

" I think, as far as I can recollect, she is the first 
royal ^efunct in childbed upon record in our history. 
I feel sorry in every respect — for thelossofafemde' 
reign, and a woman hitherto harmless ; and all the~ 
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lost rejoicings, and addresses, and druDkeimess, and 
disbursements, of Jolin Bull on the occasion. 

" The Prince will marry again, after divorcing his 
wife, and Mr. Soutliey will write an elegy now, and 
an ode then ; the Quarterly will have an article 
against the press, and the Edinburgh an article, half 
and half^ about reform and right of divorce ; the 
British will give you Dr. Chalmers's funeral sermon 
much commended, with a place in the stars for 
deceased royalty ; and the Morning Post will have 
already yelled forth its ' syllables of dolour.' 

" Woe, woe, Nealliny ! ^ Ihe young Neallinj ! 

' It is some time since I have heard from yon ; are 
you in bad humour p I suppose so. I have been so 
myself, and it is your turn now, and by and by mine 

,1 come round again. Yours truly, 

■' P. S. Countess Albrizzi, come back from Paris, 
has brought me a medal of himself, a present from 
Denon to me, and a likeness of Mr. Rogers (belonging 
to her), by Denon also." 



LrTTiiiMa. TO MR. ilOPPNER. 

" Venice, December 15. 1817. 

" I should have thanked you before, for your 
favour a few days ago, had I not been in the inten- 
tion of paying my respects, personally, this evening, 
from which I am deterred by the recollection that 
you will probably be at the Count Goess's this even- 
ing, which has made me postpone my i 
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** I think your Ele^ a remarkably good one, 
not only as a composition, but both the politics odiI 
poutry contun a far greater portion of truth and 
l^'neroitity than belongs to the times, or to the pro- 
teiHiTi of these opposite pursuits, which usually 
Bgrco only in one point, as extremes meet. I do 
not know whether you wished me to retain the copy, 
but 1 Nhull retain it till you tell mc otherwise ; and 
■111 very much obliged by the perusal. 

■' My own sentiments on Venice, Ac, such as they 
aru, I had already thrown into verse last summer, 
in the iburth Canto of Childe Harold, now in pre- 
)i<irnlbi) tor the press ; and I think much more highly 
ikl' iht'in. fur being in coincidence with youra. 

" Believe me yours," Ac. 



TT»«3(M, TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, Januaty 8, 
" My dear Mr. Murray, ' 
Vuu'ni in a damn'd hurry 

To set up this ultimate Cuto; 
Bui (if thej don't rob us) 
Tou'll «i! Mr. Hobbouse 

Will bring it safe in Ilia portmanteau. 

!■ For ttw Journal ]n>u hint o^ 
Ai randj to print off, 

No doubt jrou do right to 
Bui as JM I h«Te writ off 
The deiil a tut of 

Our ■ Beppo;' — when copi^, I'll sendtt.4 
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" Then TOU 've • • • Tour, — 
No gtent things, so be sure. 

Ton could hotdly begin with a less work ; 
For Ibe pompous rsH'oJlion, 
Who dont speak Italian 

Nor French, must liave scribhlcd hy goeas-work. 

" You can make tmj loss up 
With ' Spenee' and his gossip, 

A work which must surely lucceed; 
Tlien Queen Mary's EpUtle-craft, 
With the new ' Fytlo ' of ' Whiillecraft,' 

Must make people purchase and read. 

■' Then you 'te Genera! Gordon, 
Who girded hi5 sword on, 

To serve with a Muscovite master, 
And help him to polish 

Tbey thought aliBTing their beards s diiiutar. 

' For the min, 'poor ondjAnfiFii*,' 
With whom you'd conclude 
A compact without more delay. 

Still Mtanl in Venice ; 

But please, sir, to mcntioa ^our pay." 



Lima 305. TO MR. MURRAT. 

" Venite, Janufliy 19. 1818 ' 

" I send you the Story f in three other separate 
covers. It won't do for your Journal, being full ot 
political allusions. Printalojie, wilhout name; alter 



" Vide your letter." 
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gA a (dxilar to see that the Italian pkrates 
correctly ptdilidied, (four printing, by the way, 
olvoyB makes me iB with its eternal blunders, which 
are incessant,) and God speed you. Hobhouse left 
Venice a fortnight ago, saving two days. 1 have heard 
nothing of or &un] him. 



" You 



:,&C. 



■' He has the whole of the MSS.; so put up prayers 
in your back shop, or in the printer's ' ChapeL' " 



Litiib306. to MH, MURRAY. 

" Venice, JanuBTv 27. 1818. 

" My father — that is, my Armenian fether. Padre 
Pasquali — in the name of all the other fathers of 
our Convent, sends you the enclosed, greeting. 

" Inasmuch as it has pleased the translators oi 
the long-lost and lately-found portions of the text 
of Eusebiiis to put forth the enclosed prospectus, of 
which I send sis copies, you are hereby implored 
to obtain subscribers in the two Universities, and 
among the learned, and the unlearned who would 
unlearn their ignorance. — Tliis thei/ (the Convent) 
request, / request, and do you request. 

" I sent you Beppo some weeks agone. You 
must publish it alone ; it has politics and ferocity, 
and won't do for your isthmus of a Journal. 

" Mr. Hobhouse, if the Alps have not broken his 
neck, is, or ought to be, swimming with my com- 
mentaries and liis own coat cf mail in his teeth 



and right hand, 
and Dover. 



Di'k jacket, between CaJaii 
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" It is the height of the Carnival, and I am in the 
extreme and agonies of a new intrigue with I don't 
exactly know whom or what, except that she is in- 
satiate of love, and won't take money, and has light 
hair and blue eyes, which are not common here, 
and that I met her at the Masque, and that when 

- mask is off, I am as wise as ever. I shall make 
what I can of the remainder of my youth." 



I 



LriTEtt SO-. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Venice, Februaiy 2. 1813. 

" Your letter of December 8th arrived but this 
day, by some delay, common but inexplicable. Your 
domestic calamity is very grievous, and I feel with 
you as much as I dare feel at all. Throughout life, 
your loss must be my loss, and your gain my gain ; 
and, though my heart may ebb, there will always be 
a drop for you among the dregs. 

" I know how to feel with you, because (selfishness 
being always the substratum of our damnable clay) 
I am quite wrapt up in my own children. Besides 
my little legitimate, I have made unto myself an 
tflegitimate since (to say nothing of one before ■), 
and I look forward to one of these as the pillar of 
my old age, supposing that I ever reach — which I 
hope I never shall -~- that desolating period, I hove 
R great love for my little Ada, though perhaps she 
may torture me, liite « « •, 



• This pcwibly may hsTe bi 
given in p. 15'2. of the first volun 



^ of Uic Poc 
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Of his daily rides on the Lido, which lie mentiooB 
in this letter, the foUowing account, by a gentlemaa 
who lived a good deal with him at Venice, will be 
found not a little interesting: — 

" Almost immediately after Mr. Hobhouse'a de- 
partive. Lord Byron proposed to me to accompany 
him in his rides on the Lido. One of the long 
n&rrow islands which separate the Lagune, in the 
midst of which Venice stands, from the Adriatic, is 
more particularly distmguished by this name. At 
one extremity is a fortification, which, with the 
Castle of St- Andrea on an island on the opposite 
side, defends the nearest entrance to the city from 
the sea. In times of peace this fortification is almost 
dismantled, and Lord BjTon had hired here of the 
Commandant an unoccupied stable, where he kept 
his horses. The distance from the city was not 
very considerable ; it was much less than to the 
Terra Finna, and, as far as it went, the spot was not 
ineligible for riding. 

" Every day that the weather would permit. Lord 
Byron called for me in his gondola, and we found 
the horses waiting for us outside of the fort. We 
rode as &r as we could along the sea-shore, and then 
on a kind of dyke, or embankment, which has been 
raised where the island was very narrow, as far as 
another small fort about halfway between the prin- 
cipal one which I have already mentioned, and the 
town or village of Malamocco, which is near the 
other extremity of the island, — the distance between 
the two forts bemg about three miles. 

" On the land side of the embankment, not far 
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from the smaller fort, « 
probably marked some 
the side of the island 
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as a boundary stone which 
division of property, — all 
nd nearest the Lagune being 
divided into gardens for the cultivation of vegetables 
for the Venetian markets. At the foot of this stone 
Lord Byron repeatedly told me that I should cause 
him to be interred, if he should die in Venice, oi- 
its neighbourhood, during my residence there ; and 
he appeared to tliink, as he was not a Catholic, that, 
on the part of the government, there could be no 
obstacle to his interment in an unhallowed spot of 
ground by the sea-side. At all events, I was to 
overcome whatever difficulties might be raised on 
this account. I was, by no means, he repeatedly 
told me, to allow his body to be removed to England, 
nor permit any of his family to interfere with his 
funeral. 

" Nothing could be more delightful than these 
rides on the Lido were to me. We were from half 
to three quarters of an hour crossing the water, 
during which his conversation was always most 
amusing and interesting. Sometimes he would bring 
with him any new book he had received, and read 
to me the passages which most struck him. Often 
he would repeat to me whole stanzas of the poems 
he was engaged in writing, as he had composed 
them on the preceding evening ; and this was the 
more interesting to me, because I could frequently 
trace in them some idea which he had started in our 
oonversation of the preceding day, or some remark, 
the effect of which he had been evidently trying 
<pon me. Occafiionally, too, he spoke of his own 
e 2 
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a^rs, making rac repeat all I had lieard with ic^ai 
to him, and desiring that I would not spare I 
but let him know the worst that was said." 



Lwmn 30S. TO MB. MURRAY. 

" Venice. FA. SO. I 

" I have to thank Mr. Croker for the arrival, a 
you for the contents, of the parcel which came 1e 
week, much quicker than any before, owiog t 

Croker's kind attention and the official t 
the bags ; and all safe, except much friction amongst 
the magnesia, of which only two botlles came entire i 
but it is all very well, and I am exceedingly obliged | 
to you. 

" The books I have read, or rather am readii 
Pray, who may be the Sexagenarian, whose goes^l 
is very amusing ? Many of his sketches 1 recc^nise,* 
particularly Giiford, Mackintosh, Drummond, Dun 
tens, H. Walpole, Mrs. Inchbald, Opie, &Ct with thA^ 
Scotls, Loughborough, and most of the divines a 
lawyers, besides a few shorter hints of authors, a 
a few lines about a certain ' tioble autlior,' cliarao 
teriseil as malignant and sceptical, according to t 
good old story, ' as it was in the beginning, is 
but 7iol always shall be :' do you know such a 
son, Master Murray ? eh ? — And pray, of 
booksellers, which be jwa? the dry, the dirty, t 
honest, the opulent, the finical, the splendid, or th«j 
coxcomb bookseller ? Stap my vitals, but the authn 
grows scurrilous in his grand climacteric I 

" I remember to have seen Porson at Cambridg 
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in the hall of our college, and in private parries, but 
not frequently; and I nsver can recollect him ex- 
cept as drunk or brutal, and geoerally both : I mean 
in an evening, for in the hall he dined at the Dean's 
table, and I at the Vice'inaster's, so that I wa£ not 
near him ; and he then and there appeared sober in 
his demeanour, nor did I ever hear of excess or out- 
rage on his part in public, — commons, college, or 
chapel ; but I have seen him in a private party of un- 
dergraduates, many of them fresh men andstrangers, 
take up a poker to one of them, and heard him use 
language as blackguard as his action. I have seen 
Sheridan drunk, too, with all the world ; but his 
intoxication was that of Bacchus, and Forson's that 
of Silenus. Of all the disgusting brutes, sulky, 
abusive, and intolerable. Person was the most 
bestial, as far as the few times that I saw him went, 
which were only at William Bankes's (the Nubian 
discoverer's) rooms. I saw him once go away in a 
rage, because nobody knew the name of the ' Cobbler 
of Messina,' insulting their ignorance with the most 
vulgar terms of reprobation. He was tolerated iu 
this state amongst the young men for his talents, 
as the Turks think a madman inspired, and bear 
with him. He used to recite, orrathervomit, pages 
of all languages, and could hiccup Greek like a 
Helot ; and certainly Sparta never shucked her 
cliildren with a grosser exhibition than this man' 
intoxication. 

" I perceiTe, in the book you sent me, a long ac- 



it of him, which is very savage, 
never saw him sober, except in 
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hail or combin 
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atioD-roora ; and then I was never near enough to 
hear, and hardly to see him. Of his drunken de* 

portment, I can be sure, because I saw it. 

" With the Reviews I have been much entertained. 
It requires to be as far from England as I am to relish 
a periodical paper properly : it is like soda-water in 
an Italian summer. But what cruel work you make 
with Lady • ■ • ■ I You should recollect that she 
is a woman ; though, to be sure, they are now and 
then very provoking ; still, as authoresses, they can 
do no great harm ; and I think it a pity so much good 
invective should have been laid out upon her, when 
there is such a fine field of us Jacobin gentlemen far 
you to work upon. 

" 1 heard from Moore lately, and waJ sorry to he 
made aware of his domestic loss. Thus it is-:— 
* medio de fontc leporum ' — in the acm^ of his 
fame and his happiness comes a drawback as usual. 

" Mr. Hoppner, whom I saw this morning, has 
been made the father of a very fine boy.* — Mother 

* On llie binh of this child, who wis christened John Wil- 
Uain Riiio, Lord Byron wrote the four fbUowiDg lines, which 
■re in no other respect remarksblc Ihui that they were thought 
worthy of being metrically Uauskled into no less than ten 
diS'«reat languages ; namely, Greek, Latin, lialiun (also in (ha 
Venetian dialect), Gennan, French, Spanish, Illyrian, Hebrew, 
Anncnian, and Samaritan : — 



In him, I hope, will always fit hi ; 

With (still to keep him in good case} 

The health and appetite of Hiiio." 



I 
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and child doing very well indeed. By this time 
Hobhouse Bhouid be vith you, and also certain 
packets, letters, &c. of mine, sent since his departure. 
— I am not at all well in health within this Inst 
eight days. My remembrancea to GitFord and all 
friends, Vours, &c. 

"B. 

" P. S. In the course of a month or two, Hanson 
will have probably to send off a clerk with convey- 
ances to sign (Newstead being sold iu November 
last for ninety-four thousand five hundred pounds), 
in which case I supplicate supplies of articles as 
asaai, for which, desire Mr. Kinnaird to settle from 
funds in their bank, and deduct from my account 
with him. 

" P. S. To-morrow night I am going to see 
* Otello,' an opera from our ' Othello,' and one of 
Kossini'a best, it is said. It will be curious to sec 
in Venice the Venetian story itself represented, be- 
sides to discover what they will make of Shakspeare 
in music." 

Lma. 309. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" Venice, Februsrjr 28. 1818. 
« My dear Sir, 

" Our fi-icnd, il Conte M., threw me into a cold 
sweat last night, by telling me of a menaced version 
of Manfred (in Venetian, I hope, to complete the 
thing) by some Italian, who had sent it to you for 



correction, which is 
of troubling you o 
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the reason why I take the liberty 
1 the subject. If you have aiiy 
with tile man, would you 
permit me to convey to him the offer of any price lie 
may obtain or think to obtain for his project, pro- 
vided be will throw his translation into the 6re'', and 
promise not to undertake any other of that or any 
other of my things : I will send his money imme- 
diately on Uiis condition. 

" As I did not write to the Italians, nor for the 
Italians, nor if the Italians, (except in a poem nM 
yet pubbshed, where I have said all the good I know 
or do not know of them, and none of the liarm,) I 
confess I wish that they would let me alone, and not 

* Hsving ascertained that tbe utmost this transistor could 
cipfct to make by his manuscript nns two hundred fnmcs 
Lord ByroD offered him tliat sum, if he would desist from 
publishing. The Italian, hotever, held out for more; nor 
could he be brought lo terms, (ill it was intimiiled to him pretty 
plainly from Lord Byron thai, should tbe publication be per- 
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drag me into their arena as one of the gladiators, in 
a silly contest which I neither understand nor have 
ever interfered with, having kept dear of all tlieir 
literary parties, both here and at Milan, and else- 
where. — I came into Italy to feel the climate and 
be quiet, if possible. Mossi's translation I would 
have prevented, if I had known it, or could have 
done so ; and I trust that I shall yet be in time to 
stop this new gentleman, of whom I heard yesterday 
for the first time. He will only hurt himself, and do 
110 goad to his party, for in party the whole thing 
originates. Our modes of t'iinking and writing are 
BO unutterably diiforent, that I can conceive no 
greater absurdity than attempting to make any ap- 
proach between the English and Italian poetry of the 
present day. I like the people very much, and their 
literature very much, but I am not the least ambi- 
tious of being the subject of their discussions literary 
and personal (which appear to be pretty much the 
same thing, as is the case in most countries) ; and if 
you can aid me in impeding this publication, you will 
add to mucli kindness already received from you by 
yours Ever and truly, 

" BVROS. 

" P. S. How is €ie son, and mamma? Well, I ilare 

Lima 310. TO MR. ROGERS. 

"Venice, March 3. 1828, 

" I have not, as you say, ' taken to wife the 
Adriatic' 1 heard of Moore's loss from himself in 
a letter which was delayed upon the road three 
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like very much to see the author, with liis permission. 
In the mean time, yon could not oblige me more 
than by obtaining me llie perusal 1 request, in 
Frencli or English, — all's one for that, though I 
prefer Italian to either. I have a French copy of 
Vathek which I bought at Lausanne. I can read 
French with great pleasiu'e and ibcility, though I 
neither speak nor write it. Now Italian I can speak 
with some fluency, and write sufficiently for my pnr- 
poses, but I don't like their tiiodem proae at all ; 
it is very heavy, and so diiferent from Machiavelli. 

" They say Francis is Junius ; — I think it looks 
like it. I remember meeting him at Ear! Grey's at 
dinner. Has not he lately married ayoung woman; 
and was not he Madame Tatlcyrand's eavaliere xr- 
vente in India years ago ? 

" I read my death in the papers, which was not 
true, I see they are marrying the remaining single- 
ness of the royal family. They have brought out 
Fazio with groat and deserved success at Covent 
Garden : that's a good sign. I tried, during the di- 
rectory, to have it done at Drury Lane, but was over- 
ruled. If you think of coming into this country, you 
will let me know perhaps beforehand. I suppose 
Moore won't move. Hose ia here. I saw him the 
other night at Madame Albriz?.i's ; he talks of re- 
turning in May. My love to the Hollands. 

" Ever,&c 

" P. S. They have been crucifying Othello into an 
opera (Otello, by Rosaini) : the music good, but 
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the handkerchief turned into a billet-doux, and the 
first singer would not black his face, for some exqui- 
site reasons assigned in the preface. Singing, dresses, 
and music, very good," 
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Lkiteh 311. TO MR. MOOHE. 

" Venice, Blarcb 16. I8T8. 

" My dear Tom, 

" Since my last, which I hope that you have re- 
ceived, I have had a letter from our friend SamueL 
He talks of Italy this summer — won't you come 
with him? I don't know whether you would like 
our Italian way of life or not. 

" They are an odd people. The other day I was 
telling a girl, 'You must not come to-morrow, be- 
cause Margueritta is coming at such a time,' — (they 
are both about five feet ten inches high, with great 
black eyes and fine figures — fit to breed gladiators 
jrom — and I had some difficulty to prevent a battle 
upon a rencontre once before,) — ' unless you pro- 
mise to be friends, and' — the answer was an inter- 
ruption, by a declaration of war against the other 
which she said would be a ■ Guerra di Candia.' Is 
it not odd, that the lower order of Venetians should 
still allude proverbially to that famous contest, so 
glorious and so fatal to the Republic ? 

" They have singular expressions, like all the 
Italians. For example, 'Viscere' — as we would 
aay, * My love,' or ' My heart,' as an expression of 
tenderness. Also, 'I would go for you into the 
midatof a hundred Anitvf.' — 'Matsa ben,' excessive 



" Why have you not sent me an answer, and list of 
gul)8cribers to the translation of the Armenian Etae- 
(hus f of which I sent you printed copies of the pro- 
spectus (in French) two moonB ago. Have you had 
the letter ? — I shall send you another : — you must 
not neglect my Armenians. Tooth-powder, mag- 
nesia, tincture of rayrrh, tooth-brushes, diachylon 
plaster, Peruvian bark, are lay personal demands, 

" Slralmn, Tonson, Ljntot of the time?, 
Pitroii >nd publuber of rbymes. 
For tb«« the bard up Piadua climbs, 

X To Ihce, vith hope wd terrot dumb, 
TV unfledged WS. authors mine ; 
Thou priniest ill — and Mllest some — 
My Wunv 

" Upon IhT table's baize w green 
The Us new QuaiteHy is seen. 
But where is thy new Migaune, 
My Munay ? 

" Along thy sprucest bookshelves shine 
The woils ihau dremest most diiiiie— 
The ' Art of Cookery,' and mine. 
Sly Murray. 



uitj lines, BO full of light gaiety and humour, that it is 
some reluctance I suppress them. They might, however, have J 
Ehc effect of giving pain in quarters where even the author I 
himself would not hare delibenlely inflicted it ; — from ■ 
like his, touches may be wounds, and without being act) 
intended aa sudi. 
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« Tours, TraveJs, Essays, too, I w[st, 
And Sermons to thy mill bring grist ! 
And then thou host the ' Navy List,' 
My Murray. 

" And Heaven forbid I should conclud 
Without ' the Board of Longitude,' 
Although diis narrow pa^jer would. 
My Murray!" 
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LutekSH. to MK. MUllRAY. 

"Venice, April 12. 1818. 

" This letter will be delivered by Signer Gioe. 
Bata. Missiaglia, proprietor of the Apollo library, 
and the principal publisher and bookseller now in 
Venice. He sets out for London with a view to 
business and correspondence with the Englisli book- 
sellers : and it is in the hope that it maybe for your 
mutual advantage that I furnish hJm with this letter 
of introduction to you. If you cBn be of use to him, 
either by recomraendation to others, or by any per- 
Bond attention bn your own part, you will oblige 
bim and gratify me. You may also perhaps both be 
able to derive advantage, or establish some mode of 
literary communication, pleasing to the public, and 
beneficial to one another. 

" At any rate, be civil to him for my sake, as well 
OS for the honour and glory of publisliers and authors 
now and to come for evermore. 

" With him 1 also consign a great number of MS. 
letters written in English, French, and Italian, by 
various EngUah established in Italy during the last 

VOL. IV. H 



Ml sorsaa or tkx 

en^ij: — Ae hhci of Ae writos. Lord Herrey, 
Ladr3A.W.]llMisMfr(bB««c bot for— gome 
lOeto-don in Ftcach M A^Md, Md «£ ktter in 
Ewg li A, Ifidn, ad lA wata of JHgOB, to tlie samet) 
Gc^,tfaepa«(aM ktta)b Mmw (wo or tfarae)^ 
Garidk^ Lad Phwhw. DnU H^m, Mid mnT^of 
-rfi^AeMedttiC— tAfewmi. Out 



E «r letlas B^bt be extncted, 
{■nrided MNBcgood cAor were di^xMed to under- 
take tile (dectkn, ud pn&c^ Bid a few notes, &c 
"Hie pcafnetar of dteae iaa frietid of mine, Dr. 
Jgb/ti, — a ^eat nameB Itad;, — and if jou are 
diipaaed to puUisb, it will be for jU> batrfit, and it ia 
t0 and for him that joa will name a price, if yoa 
take upon joa the worL I would ediie it myself 
but am too far (^, and too lazy to undertake it ; but 
I wish that it could be done. The letters of Lord 
Hervey, in Mr. Rose'g • opinion and niiiie,are good ; 

* Aimig Lord Bjrtm't pipen, I find sone Tcncs addressed 
to him, about [his time, bv Mr. W, Rcb^ with the following 
Dote anneied to them : _ ■' Thest tnas were «ml lo loe b' 
V, S. RoK, from Aharo, in the spring of 1S18. The; u 
good and true; and Rose is a fiae fellow, and oh oriliefe< 



itrron t, while jou make gaj what drale fits ye. 
Bandy Venetian sUng with the Benion, 
Or play at moipany with the Albriari, 



and the sfiort French love letters certain/)/ are Lady 
>I. W. Montague's — the French not good, but the 
sentiments beautiful. Gray's letter good; and 
Mason's tolerable. The whole correspondence must 
be well weeded; but this being done, a small and 
pretty popular volume might be made of it. — There 
are many ministers' letters — Gray, the ambassador 
at Naples, Horace Mann, and others of the same 
kind of animal. 

" I thought of a preface, defending Lord Hervey 
against Pope's attack, but Pope — quoad Pope, the 
poet — against all the world, in the unjustifiable 
attempts begun by Warton and carried on at this 
day by the new school of critics and scribblers, who 
think themselves poets because they do mif write 
like Pope. I have no patience with such cursed 
humbug and bad taste ; your whole gcneratiou are 
not worth a Canto of the Rape of the Lock, or the 
Essay on Man, or tlie Dunciad, or ' any thing that 
is his.' — But it is three in the matin, and I must go 
to bed. Yours alway," &c> 



LETTiBSli. TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Venice, April 17. 1818. 

" A few days ago, I wrote to you a letter, requesting 
lu to desire Hanson to desire his messenger to 

The sElf.pleased ptdant, BDd pstrician erone, 

Orimanis, Mocenigos, Bnlbjs, Riiii, 

Compsssionate our cruel case, >— alone, 

Our pleasure an academy of frogs. 

Who nighlly serensde ui from ihe bog?," flrc. *« 
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twne on from Geneva to Venice, because I iFon't go 
from Venice to Geneva ; and if thb is not done, the 
nesaeiiger may be damned, with him who mis-sent 
him. Pray reiterate my request. 

" With the proofs leturoed, I sent two additional 
stanzas for Canto fourth : did they arrive ? 

" Your Monthly reviewer has made a mistake: 
Cavatiere, alone, n well enough ; but ' Caralier' 
servente' has always the e mule in conversation, and 
omitted in writing ; so that it is not for the sake of 
metre ; and pray let GriJGtha know thie, with my 
compliments. I humbly conjecture that I know as 
much of Italian society and language as any of his 
people ; but, to make assurance doubly sure, I a^ed, 
at the Countess Senzona's last night, the question 
of more than one person in the office, and of these 
■ cavalien serventi' (in the plural, recollect) I found 
that they all accorded in pronouncing for ' cavalier' 
aervenle' in the singular number. 1 wish Mr. * • *• 
(or whoever Griffiths' scribbler may be) would no_l 
talk of what he don't understand. Such fellows are 
not fit to be intrusted with Italian, even in a quota- 

" Did you receive two additional stanzas, to be iri- 
serted towards the close of Canto fourth ? Bespond, 
that (if not) they maybe sent. 

" Tell Mr. • ' and Mr. Hanson that they may as 
well expect Geneva to come to me, as that I should 
go to Geneva. The messenger may go on or return, 
as he pleases ; I won't stir : and I look upon it as a 
piece of singular absurdity in those who know tne 
imagming tliat 1 should ^ — not to gay ntaiice, in 
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attempting unnecessary tarl3ibe>. Ifi '>" the occasion, 
my interests should suffer, it"is their neglect that i« 
to Mame ; and they may all be ii^d together. 
" It is ten o'clock and time to dfeSs. ■ . 

" Yours," &c. 



:k31G. 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



■' ApriJ 23. l6iS. 

" The time is past in which I could feel for die' ■' 
dead, — or I should feel for the death of Lady ■' 
Melbourne, the best, and kindest, and ablest female 
1 ever knew, old or young. But ' I have Euj^ed 
full of horrors,' and events of this kind have only a 
l(ind of numbness worse than pain, — like a violent 
blow on tlie elbow or the head. There is one link 
iess between England and myself 

" Now to business. I presented you with Beppo, 
as part of the contract for Canto fourth, — consider- 
ing the price you are to pay for the same, and in- 
tending to eke you out in case of public caprice or 
my own poetical failure. If you choose to suppress 
it entirely, at Mr. • • ■ "'s suggestion, you may do 
as you please. But recollect it is not to be published 
in a garbled or mutilated state. I reserve to my 
friends and myself the right of correcting the press ; 
— if the publication continue, it is to continue in its 
present form. 

" As Mr. • • says that he did not write this letter, 
&c, I am ready to believe him ; but for the firmness 
of my former persuasion, I refer to Mr. ■ • " ", who 
can inform you how sincerely I erred on this point. 

H 3 
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He has abo the ROte.-^Df; at leest, had it, for I gave 
it tu him with cn^ .verbal comments thereupon. As 
to' Beppo.' IvJllriot alter or suppress a syllable 
(or any maii''§'j^'easure but my own. 

" Vou iDBy'tell them this ; and add, that nothing 
but fort'a or necessity shall stir me one step towards 
plM^ta' which they would wring me. 
,"._M^If vour literary Diatters prosper let me know. 
I^^Beppo' pleases, you shall bare more in a year or 
. -'two in the same mood. And so ' Good morrow to 
vou, good Master lieutenant.' Yours," &c 



TO MR. MOORE. 



" Your letter is almost the ooly news, as yet, of 
Canto fourth, and it has by no means settled its fate, 

— at least, does not tell me bow the ' Poeghie' has 
been rec«ved by the public. But I suspect, no 
great things, — firstly, from Murray's 'horrid still- 
ness ;' secondly, from what you say ^wut the stanzas 
running Into each other*, which 1 take ro< to be 
jKwrSibutanotionyouhaTe been dinned with among 
the Blues. The fact is, ttia.i the terza rima of the 
Italians, which always rum on and in, may have led 
me bto experiments, and carelessness into concert 

— or conceit into carelessness — in either of which 
events failure will be probable, and my fair woman. 
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' Eupeme,' end in a fish ; bo that Cliilde Harold will 
be like the raermaid, my family crest, with the 
fourth Canto for a tail thereunto. I won't quarrel 
with the public, however, for the ' Bulgars' are 
generally right ; and if Imi^s now, I may hit another 
time: — and so, the 'gods give us Joy.' 

" You like Beppo, that's right. I have not had 
the Fudges yet, but live in hopcR. I need not say 
that your successes are mine. By the way, Lydia 
White is here, and has just borrowed my copy of 
' Lalla Rookh.' 

" Hunt's letter is probably the exact piece of 
vulgar coxcombry you might expect from his situa- 
tion. He is a good man, with some poetical elements 
in his chaos ; but spoilt by the Christ-Church Hos- 
pital and a Sunday newspaper, — to say nothing of 
the Surrey gaol, which conceited him into a martyr. 
But he is a good man. \Vlien I saw ' Rimini ' in 
MS., I told him that I deemed it good poetry hi 
bottom, disfigured only by a strange style. His 
answer was, that his style was a system, or v.pon 
tyslem, or some such cant ; and, when a man talks 
of system, his case is hopeless : so I said no more 
to him, and very litlle to any one else. 

" He believes his trash of vulgar phrases tortured 
into conipound barbarisms to be old English ; and we 
may say of it as Aimwell says of Captain Gibbet's 
regiment, when the Captain c^ls it an ■ old corps.' 
— ' the oldi:st in Europe, if I may judge by your uni- 
form,' He sent out his ' Foliage ' by Percy Shelley 
• • •, anil, of all the ineffable Centaurs that were 
ever begotten by Self-love upon a Night-mare, 1 tliint 
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Sagittary the moat prodigious. 
(Leigh H.) is an honest charlatan, who has pec- 
suaded himself into a behef of his own inipoBturcs, 
and talks Punch in pure simplicity of heart, taking 
himself (as pcMT Fitzgerald eaid of /imiaelf in the 
Morning Post) forfotoinboth Henses, ornonsenses, 
of the word. Did you look at the transktious of his 
own which he prefers to Pope and Cowpcr, and says 
GO ? — Did you read his skimble-skamble about * ■ 
being at the head of hia owa profession, in the eyes of 
tkose who followed it ? I thought that poetry was 
«n art, or an attribtUe, and not AjtroJeisioK; — but be 
it one, is that • • •• • • at the head of^OKr profes- 
sion in your eyes ? 111 be curst if he is of mine, or 
€ver shall be. He is the on!y one rf us (but of us he 
is not) whose coronation I would oppose. Let them 
take Scott, Campbell, Crabbe, or you, or me, or any 
of the living, and throne him; — but not this new 
Jacob Behmen, this •••••• whose pride might 

have kept him true, even bad his principles turned 
SB perverted as his soi-disant poetry. 

" But Leigh Hunt is a good man, aod a good 
father — see his Odes to all the Masters Hunt ; — 
a good husband — see his Sonnet to Mrs. Hunt; — 
a good friend — see his Epistles to different peo^de ; 
— and a great coxcomb and a very vulgar person 
in every thing about him. But that's not his fault, 
but of circumstances. * 
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' I Lad, in 6rBt tnmBcribing the aboic tetter for the pros, 
nitted the whole of this caustic, and, perhapa, over-severe 
uracler of Sir. Hunt ; but the tone of that gentleman'* beo^ 
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" I do not know an^ good model for a life of 
Sheridan but tliat of Savage. Recollect, however, 
that the life of audi a man may be made far more 
amusing than if he had been a Wilberforce ; — and 
this without ofiending tbe living, or insulting the 
dead. The Whigs abuse him ; however, he never 
left theni, and such blunderers deserve neither credit 
nor compassion. As for his creditors, — remember, 
Sheridan itever had a shilling, and was thrown, with 
great powers and passions, into the thick of the 
world, and placed upon the pinnacle of success, 
with no other external means to support him in his 
elevation. Did Fox • • ■ pay kis debts ? — or did 
Sheridan take a subscription ? Was tlie * ■ 's drunk- 
enness more excusable than his ? Were his intrigues 
more notorious tlian those of all his contemporaries ? 
and is his memorj to be blasted, and theirs re- 
spected ? Don't let yourself be led away by clamour, 
but compare him with the coalitioner Fox, and the 
pensioner liurke, as a man of principle, and with 
ten hundred thousand in personal views, and with 
none in talent, for he beat them all out and out. 
Without means, without connection, without char- 
acter, (which might be false at first, and moke him 
mad afterwards from desperation,) he beat them all, 
in all he ever attempted. But alas, poor human 
nature! Good night — or rather, morning. It is 
four, and the dawn gleams over the Grand Canal, 



bBTing, OS fsr m himself ii concerned, relpawJ ma from all 
Uioiie urupln which prompud the bUppteKion, I Iiikij con> 
tidvred mini! at libcity to reslare the paaxige. 
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whI undtadows tlie Rialto. I must to bed ; up all 
night — but,asGeorgeHiilpot SB^a, 'it's life, though, 
damme, it's life ! ' Ever your&, fi. 

" Excuse errm^ — no time for revision. Tlie post 
goes out at noon, and I sha'n't be up then. I will 
write again sooa about yavi plan for a pubUcation." 

During the greater part of the period which this 
last series of letters comprises, he had continued to 
occupy the smue lodgings in an extremely narrow 
street called the Spezieria, ai the house of the linen- 
draper, to whose lady he devoted so much of his 
thoughts. That he was, for the time, attached to thia 
person, — as tiu- as a passion so transient can deserve 
the name of attachment, — is evident Iti»d his whole 
conduct. The language of his letters shows suffi- 
ciently how much the novelty of this foreign tie had 
caught his fancy ; and to the Venetians, among whom 
such arrangements are mere matters of course, the 
assiduity with which he attended his Signora to the 
theatre, and the ridottos, was a subject of much 
amusement. It was with difficulty, indeed, that he 
could be prevailed upon to absent himself from hef 
BO long BB to admit of that hasty vbit to the Immortal 
City, out of which one of his own noblest titles to 
immortality sprung ; and having, in the space of a. 
few weeks, drunk in more inspiration from all he 
saw than, in a less excited state, possibly, he might 
have imbibed in years, he again hurried bacic, with- 
out extending his journey to Naples, — having writ- 
ten to the fair Marianna to meet him at some 
distance from Venice. 
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Besides some seasonable acts of liberality to the 
husbani], who had, it seems, failed in trade, he 
also preseotcd to the lady herself a handsome set 
of diamonds ; and there is an anecdote related in 
reference to this gift, which shows the exceeding 
easiness and forbearance of his disposition towards 
those who had acquired any hold on his heart. A 
casket, which was for sale, being one day offered to 
him, he was not a little surprised on discovering them 
to be the sainc jewels which he liad, not long be- 
fore, presented to his fair favourite, and which had, 
by some unromantic means, found thcirway back into 
the markeL Without enquiring, however, anyfurther 
into the circumstances, he generously repurchased 
the cflsket and presented it to tlic lady once morei 
good-hum ouredly tajLing her with the very little 
estimation in which, as it appeared, she held hii 
presents. 

To whatever extent this unsentimental incident 
may have had a share in dispelling the romance of 
his passion, it is certain that, before the expiration 
of the first twelvemonth, he began to find his lodg- 
ings in the Spezieria inconvenient, and accordingly 
entered into treaty with Count Gritti for his Palace 
on the Grand Canal, — engaging to give for it, what 
is considered, I believe, a large rent in Venice, 200 
louis a year. On finding, however, that, in the 
counterpart of the lease brought for his signature, a 
new clause had been introduced, prohibiting him not 
only from underletting the house. In case he should 
leave Venice, but from even allowmg any of his own 
friends to occupy it during his occasional absence, 
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he declmed closing on such terms ; and resen^og 
eo material a departure from the original eagagement, 
declared in society, that he would have no objection 
to give the same rent, though acknowleged to 
b6 exorbitant, for any other palace in Venice, 
however iuferior, in all respects, to Count Gritti's. 
After such an announcement, he was not likely to 
remain long unhoused ; and the CounteSE Mocenij 
having offered him one of her three Palazsi, on thoij 
Grand Canal, he remo-ved to this bouse in the si 
iner of the present year, and continued to occupy id 
during the remainder of his stay in Venice. 

Highly censurable, in point of morality and deco 
rum, as was his course of life while under the r 
of Madame ■ •, it was (with pain I am forced t 
confess) venial in comparison with the strange^B 
headlong career of licence to which, when weaned 
from that connection, he so unrestrainedly and, 9 
may be added, defyingly abandoned himself, 
the state of his mind on leaving England I ha7<| 
already endeavoured to convey some idea, s 
among the feelings tliat went to make up that B 
centred spirit of resistance which he then oppo 
to his fate, was an indignant scorn of his ( 
trymen for the wrongs he thought they had c 
him. For a time, the kindly sentiments which hoj 
Btill harboured towards Lady Byron, and a sort 6 
vague hope, perhaps, that all would yet come right 
again, kept his mind in a, mood somewhat r 
Boflened and docile, as well as sufficiently under tl 
influence of English opinion to prevent hit 
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out into such open rebellion against it, ashe unluckilr 
did afterwards. 

By the failure of the attempted mediation with 
Lady Bjron, his last link with home was severed ; 
while, notwithstanding the quiet and unobtrusive 
life which he had led at Geneva, there was as yet, 
be found, no cessation of the slanderous warfare 
against liis character ; — the same busy and misre- 
presenting spirit which had tracked his every step 
&t home having, with do less malicious watchfulness, 
dogged him into exile. To this persuasion, for 
which he had but too much grounds, was added all 
that an imagination like his could lend to truth, — 
all that he was lefl to interpret, in his own way, of 
the absent and the silent, — till, at length, arming 
himself against fancied enemies and wrongs, and, 
with the condition (as it seemed to him) of ah out- 
law, assuming also the desperation, he resolved, as 
his countrymen would not do justice to the better 
parts of his nature, to have, at least, the perverse 
satisfiiction of braving and shocking them with the 
worst. It is to this feeling, I am convinced, far 
more than to any depraved taste for such a course 
of life, that the extravagances to which he now, for 
H short time, gave loose, are to be attributed. The 
exciting eifect, indeed, of this mode of existence 
while it lasted, both upon his spirits and his genius, 
— so like what, as he himself tells us, was always pro- 
duced in him by a state of contest and defiance, — 
showed how much of this latter feeling must have 
been mixed witli his excesses. The altered cha- 
racter too, of his letters in this respect cannot fail. 
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preceiling letters, Lord Byron, it will be recollected, 
remarks, that the beauty for which they were 
BO celebrated is no longer now to be found among 
the " Dame," or higher orders, but al! under the 
" fazzioli," or kerchiefs, of the lower. It was, 
unluckily, among these latter specimens of the 
" bel sangue " of Venice that he now, by a sudden- 
ness of descent in the scale of refinement, for which 
nothing but the present wayward state of his mind 
can account, chose to select the companions of his 
disengaged hours ; — and an additional proof that, 
this short, daring career of libertinism, he was t 
desperately seeking relief for a wronged and mi 
tified spirit, and 
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is that, more than once, of an erening, whet 
house has been in the possession of such visitants. 
he has been known to hurry away in his gondola, 
and pass the greater part of the night upon the- 
water, as if hating to return to his home. It is, in- 
deed, certain, that to tliis least defensible portion of' 
his whole iile he always looked back, during the 
short remainder of it, with painful self-reproach 
and among the causes of the detestation whidi he 
afterwards felt for Venice, this recollection of the 
excesses to which he had there abandoned himself 
was not the least prominent. 

The moat distinguished and, at last, the reigning 
favourite of all this unworthy Harem was a woman, 
named Margarita Cogni, who has been ah-eady t 
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tioned in one of these Jettera, and who, from the 
trade of her husband, waa known by the title of the 
Fornarina. A portrait of this bandsome virago, 
drawn by Harlowe when at Venice, having fallen 
into the hands of one of Lord Byron's friends after 
the death of that artist, the noble poet, on being ap- 
plied to for some particulars of his heroine, wrote a 
long letter on the subject, from which the following 



" Since you desire the story of Margarita Cogni, 
you shall be told it, though it may be lengthy. 

" Her face is the fine Venetian cast of tlie old 
time ; her figure, though perhaps too tall, is not less 
fine — and taken altogether in the national dress. 

" In the summer of 1817, ■»•* and myself were 
sauntering on horseback along the Brenta one even- 
ing, when, amongst a group of peasants, we re- 
marked two girls as the prettiest we had seen for 
some time. About this period, there had been 
great distresa in the country, and I had a. little re- 
lieved some of the people. Generosity makes a 
great figure at very little cost in Venetian livres, 
and mine had probably been exaggerated as on En- 
glishman's. Whether they remarked us looking at 
them or no, I know not ; but one of them called out 
to me in Venetian, * Why do not you, who relieve 
others, think of us also ? ' I turned round and an- 
swered her — 'Cara, tu sei troppo bella e giovane 
per aver' bieogna del' soccorso mio.' She answered, 
' If you saw my hut and my food, you would not say 
so.' All this passed half jestingly, and I saw no 
more of her for some days. 

VOL. IV. I 
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" A few evenings after, we met with these t' 
prls again, and they addressed us more seriously, 
assuring us of the truth of their statement. They 
were cousins ; Margarita married, the other single. 
As 1 doubted still of the circumstances, I took the 
business in a diiferent light, and made an appoint- 
ment witli them for the next evening. In short, I 
3 few evenings we arranged our affairs, and for ^ 
long space of time she was the only one who pre 
served over me an ascendency which was c " 
disputed, and never impaired. 

" The reasons of this were, firstly, her person ; - 
very dark, tall, the Venetian face, very fine blac 
eyes. She was two-and-twent)- years old, ' 
She was, besides, a thorough Venetian in her dialect 
in her thoughts, in her countenance, in every thin 
with all their naivett! aind pantaloon humour, 
sides, she could neither read nor write, and could 
not plague me with letters, — except twice that she 
paid sixpence to a public scribe, under the piazza, 
to make a letter for her, upon some occasion when ~ 
I was ill and could not see her. In other respects, si 
was somewhat tierce and ' prepotente,' that is, O' 
hearing, and used to walk in whenever it suited h 
with no very great regard to time, place, 
sons ; and if she found any women in her way, : 
knocked them down. 

" When I first knew her, I was in ' reja 
(liaison) with la Slgnora * », who was silly e 
one evening at Dolo, accompanied by some of h 
female friends, to threaten her; for the i 
the villeggiatura had already found out^ by 1 
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neighing of my horse one evening, that I used to 
' ride late in the night ' to meet the Fornarina. Mar- 
garita threw back her veil (fazziolo), and replied in 
very explicit Venetian, ' You are not his wrfft.- / 
am not his loife : you are his Donna, and / am his 

' Donna: your husband is a heeco, and mine is 
another. For the rest, what right have you to 
reproach me ? If he prefers me to you, is it my 
&ult? If you wish to secure him, tie him to your 
petticoat-string. — But do not think to speak to me 
without a reply, because you happen to be richer 
than I am,' Having delivered this pretty piece of 
eloquence (which I translate as it was related to niu 
by a bystander), she went on her way, leaving a nu- 
merous audience with Madame ■ *, to ponder at her 
leisure on the dialt^e between them. 

" Wlien I came to Venice for the winter, she fol- 
lowed ; and as she found herEelf out to be a favourite, 
she came to me pretty often. But she had inordi- 
nate self-love, and was not tolerant of other women. 
At the ' Cavalchina,' the masked ball on the last 
night of the carnival, where all the world goes, she 
snatched off tlie mask of Madame Contariui, a lady 
noble by binh, and decent in conduct, for no other 
reason, but because she happened to be leaning on 
my arm. You may suppose what a cursed noise 
this made ; but this is only one of her pranks. 

" At last she quarrelled with her husband, and one 
evening ran away to my house. I told her this would 

, not do : she said she would He in the street, but not go 
o him ; that he beat her, (the gentle tigress 1) 
jent her money, and scandalously neglected her. 
I 2 
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H I Im her stay, and next day there 
g her 8t >D. Her husband came, roar- 
ti^ and djii^ and entreaiing her to come back : — 
ttol she ! He then applied to the police, and they 
^^itied to roe: 1 told ihem and her husband to biie 
her;Ididnot want her; she had come, and I could not 
fiing her out of the windoH' ; but they might conduct 
her through thai or the door if they chose it. She 
went before the commissar^-, but itbs obliged to 
return with that ' becco ettieo,' as she called the 
poor man, who had a phthisic In a few days she 
ran away again. AHer a precious piece of work, 
she fixed herself in my house, really and truly with- 
out my consent ; but, owing to my indolence, and 
nolbeingable to keep my countenance, for if I began 
in a rage, she always finished by making me laugh 
with some Venetian pantaloonery or another ; and 
the gipsy knew this well enough, as well as her other 
powers of persuasion, and exerted them with the 
usual tact and success of all she-things ; high and 
low, they are all alike for that. 

" Madame Benzoni also took her under her pro- 
tection, and then her head turned. She was always 
in extremes, either crying or laughmg, and so fierce 
when angered, that she was the terror of men, 
women, and children — for she had the strength of 
an Amazon, with the temper of Medea. She was a 
fine animal, but quite untameable. /was tlie only 
person that could at all keep her in any order, and 
when she saw me really angry (which they tell me 
is a savage sight), she subsided. But she had a 
thousand fooleries. In her fazzioloi the dress of 
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the lower orders, she looked beautiful ; but, alas ! 
she JoDged for a hat and feathers ; and all I could 
say or do (and I said much) could not prevent this 
travestie. I put the first into the fire ; but I got 
tired of burning them, before she did of buying 
them, so that she made herself a figure — for they 
did not at all become her, 

" Then she would have her gowns witli a tail — 
like a lady, forsooth ; nothing would serve her but 
' I'abita coUa coua,' or mm, (that is the Venetian for 
' la cola,' the tail or train,) and as her cursed pro- 
nunciation of the word made me laugh, there was 
an end of all controversy, and she dragged this 
diabolical tail after her every where. 

" In the mean time, she beat the women and 
stopped my letters. I found her one day pondering 
over one. She used to try to find out by their shape 
whether they were feminme or no ; and she used to 
lament her ignorance, and actually studied her 
alphabet, on purpose (as she declared) to open all 
letters addressed to me and read their contents. 

It not omit to do justice to Iter housekeep- 
ing qualities. Ailer she came into ray house as 
donna di governo,' the expenses were reduced to 
Jess than half, and every body did their duty better 
'■ — the apartments were kept in order, and every 
thing and every body else, except herself. 

" That she bad a sufficient regard for me in her 
wild way, I liad many reasons to believe. I will 
mention one. In the autumn, one day, going to the 
Lido with my gondoliers, we were overtaken by a 
iJieavy squall, and the gondola put in peril — hats 
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blown away, boat filling, oar lost, tumbling sea, 
thunder, rain in torrents, night coming, and wind 
unceasing. On our return, afler a tiglit stru^le, I 
found her on the open steps of the Mocenigo palac 
on the Grand Canal, with her great black eyes- 
iiaahing tlirough her tears, and the long dark hair, 
which was streaming, drenched with rain, over he 
brows and breast. She was perfectly expoted t 
the storm ; and the wind blowing her hair and dress 
about her thtn tall figure, and the lightning flashing 
round her, and the waves rolling at her feet, i 
ber look like Medea alighted from her chariot, or the 
Sibyl of the tempest that was rolling around her, 
the only living thing within hail at that moment ex- 
cept ourselves. Oa seeing me safe, she did not 
wait to greet me, as might have been expected, but 
calling out to me — ' Ah I can' della Madonna, xe 
esto il tempo per andar' al'Lido?' (Ah! dogofthe 
Virgin, is this a time to go to Lido?) ran into the 
house, and solaced herself with scolding tlie boatmen 
for not foreseeing the ' temporale.' I am told by the 
servants that she liad only been prevented from 
coming in a boat to look after me, by the refusal of ail 
the gondoliers of the canal to put out into the bar* 
bour in such a moment; and that then she sat down 
on the steps in all the thickest of the squall, and 
would neither be removed nor comforted. Her joy 
at seeing me again was moderately mixed with lero- J 
city, and gave me the idea of a tigress over 1 
recovered cubs. 

" But her reign drew near a close. She became] 
quite ungovernable some months after, and a con*1 
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currence of complaints, some Irue, and many false 
— ' a favourite has no friends ' — determmed me to 
part with her. I told her quietly that she must re- 
turn home, (she had acquired a. sufficient provision 
for herself and mother, &c. in my service,) and she 
refused to quit the house. I was tirm, and she 
went threatening knives and revenge. I told her 
that I had seen knives drawn before lier time, and 
that if she chose to begin, there was a knife, and fork 
also, at her service on the table, and that intimida- 
tion would not do. Tlie next day, while I was at 
I dinner, she walked in, (having broken open a glass 
door that led from the liall below to the staircase, by 
way of prologue,) and advancing straight up to the 
table, snatched the knife from my hand, cutting me 
slightly in the thumb in the operation. Wliether 
she meant to use this against herself or me, I know 
not — probably against neither — but Fletcher seized 
her by the arms, and disarmed her. I then called 
my boatmen, and desired them to get the gondola 
ready, and conduct her to her own house again, see- 
ing carefully that she did herself no mischief by 
the way. She seemed quite quiet, and walked down 
stairs. I resumed my dinner. 

" We heard a great noise, and went out, and met 
&em on ihe staircase, carrying her up stairs. She 
hadthrownherselfinto the canal. That she intended 
to destroy herself, I do not believe ; but when we 
consider the fear women and men who can't swim 
have of deep or even of shallow water, (and the Ve- 
netians in particular, though they live on the waves,) 
and that it was also night, and dark, and very cold, 
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it shows that she had a devilish spirit of some eort 
within her. They liad got her out without much 
difficult; or damage, excepting the salt water she 
bad swallowed, and the wetting she had undergone. 

" I foresaw her intention to refix lierself, and sent 
for a surgeon, enquiring how many liours it would 
require to restore her from lier agitation ; and he 
named the lime. I then said, ' I give you that 
time, and more if you require it ; but at the expir- 
ation ofthb prescribed period, if sAe does not leave 
the house, /will.' 

" All my people were consternated. They had 
always been frightened at her, and were now para- 
lysed : they wanted me to apply to the police, to 
guard myself, &C. &c. like a pack of Bnivelling 
servile boobies as they were. 1 did nothing of the 
kind, thinking that I laigbt as well end that way as 
another ; besides, 1 had been used to savage women, 
and knew their ways, . 

" I had her sent home quietly after her recovery, 
and never saw her since, except twice at the opera* 
at a distance amongst the audience. She made 
many attempts to return, but no more violent onea. 
And this is the story of Margarita Cogni, as far as 
it relates to me. 

" I forgot to mention that she was very devout, 
and would cross herself if she heard the prayer 

" She was quick in reply; as, for instance — Ona" 
day when she had made me very angry with beatir^j 
somebody or other, I calledher a cow (coio, in Italian^l 
is a sad alFront). I called her ' Yacca.' She tumecfl 
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round, courtesied, and answered, ' Vacca ttca, 'ce- 
I lenza' (i. e. eccelenza). ' Your cow, please your Es- 
cellency.' In short, she was, as I said before, a very 
fine animal, of considerable beauty and energy, with 
many good and several amusing qualities, but wild 
as a witch and fierce as a demon. She used to boast 
publicly of her ascendency over me, contrasting il 
with that of other women, and assigning for it sundry 
reasons. True it was, that they all tried to get her 
' away, and no one succeeded till her own absurdity 
helped them. 

■ I omitted to tell you her answer, when I re- 

' proached her for snatching Madame Contarini's 

niask at the Cavalchina. I represented to her that 

I she was a lady of high birth, ' una Dama,' &c. She 

answered, ' Se ella e dama mi (to) son Vcneziana ;' 

> If she is a lady, I am a Venetian.' This would 

have been fine a hundred years ago, the pride of 

j the nation rising up against the pride of aristocracy : 

but, alas ! Venice, and her people, and her nobles, 

' are alike returning fast to the ocean; and where 

I there is no independence, there can be no real self- 

r respect. I believe that I mistook or mis-stated one 

of her phrases in my letter ; it should have been — 

* Can' della Madonna cosa vus' tu? esto non fi 

tempo per andar' a Lido?' " 

It was at this time, as we shall see by the letters 

[ am about to produce, and as the features, indeed, 

' of the progeny itself would but too plairdy indicate, 

. that he conceived, and wrote some part of, his 

poem of ■ Don Juan ;' — and never did pages more 
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faithfully and. in many respects, lamentably, reflect 
every variety of feeling, and whim, and passion that, I 
like the wrack of autumn, swept across tlie author's I 
mmd in writing them. Nothing less, indeed, than* I 
that singular corobinBtion of attributes, which existed I 
and were in full activity in liis mind at this moment^ I 
could have suggested, or been capable of, the e 
cution of such a work. The cool shrewdness of I 
age, with the vivacity aad glowing temperaDient of 1 
youth, — the wit of a Voltaire, with the sensibility " 
of a Roussenu, — the minute, practical knowledge 
of the man of society, with the abstract and self- 
contemplative spirit of the poet, — a susceptibility 
of all that is grandest and most affecting in huinaa | 
virtue, with a deep, withering experience of all that 
is most fatal to it,— the two extremes, in short, o" 
man's mixed and inconsistent nature, now rani 
smelling of earth, now breathing of heaven, — gu 
was the strange iisBemblage of contrary elements^ j 
all meeting together in the same mind, and ! ' 
brought to bear, in turn, upon the same task, i 
which alone could have sprung this extraordinar 
poem, — the most powerful and, in many r 
painful display of the versatility of genius that h 
ever been hft for succeeding ages to wonder at and^ 

I shall now proceed with his coiresponden 
— having thought some of the preceding obse 
ations necessary, not only to explain to the n 
much of what he will find in these letters, but ti 
account to hini for much that has been necessarilj'l 
omitted. 



LettesSIS. to MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, June 18. 1B18, 

" Busbess and the utter and inexplicable silence 
of all my correspondents renders me impatient and 
I troublesome. I wrote to Mr. Hanson for a balance 
which is (or ought to be) in liis hands; — no answer. 
I expected the messenger with the Newstead papers 
two months ago, and instead of him, I received a 
requisition to proceed to Geneva, which (from * ", 
who knows my wishes and opinions about approach- 
ing England) could only be irony or insult. 

" I must, therefore, trouble yoa to pay into ray 
bankers' imynediately whatever sum or sums you caa 
make it convenient to do on our agreement ; other- 
wise, I shall be put to the severest and most imme- 
diate inconvenience ; and this at a time when, by 
every rational prospect and calculation, I ought to be 
in the receipt of considerable sums. Pray do not 
neglect this ; you have no idea to what inconvenience 
you will otherwise put me. * * had some ahsurd 
notion about the disposal of tliis money in annuity (or 
God knows what), which I merely listened to when 
he was here to avoid sijuabblea and sermons; but I 
have occasion for the principal, and had never any 
serious idea of appropriating it otherwise than to 
answer my personal expenses. Hobhouse's wish is, 
if possible, to force me back to England* : he will 
not succeed ; and if he did, I would not stay. I 
hate the country, and like this; and ail foolish op- 

■ De^lj is it, for many rewons, to be regretltd thai this 
friendl; pDrpne did not nicceed. 
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|ioaitioa> of course, merely mlils to ihe feeling. Your 
ulcncc makes me doubt the success of Canto 
fourth. If it has failed, I will moke such deduction 
iu you think proper and fair from the original agree- 
ment; but I could wish whatever ib to be paid were 
remitted to me, without delay, through the usual 
rhauiiel. by course of post. 

" When I tell you that I have not heard a word 
from England since very early in May, I have made 
the euliigium of my friends, or the persons who call 
themselves so, since I have written so often and in 
the greatest anxiety. Thank God, the longer I > 
am absent, the less cause I see for regretting the 
country or its living contents. I am yours," &c. 



Lett£b 319. TO MR, MURRAY. 

" Venice, July 10. IBiB. 

" I have received your letter and the credit from 
Norlands, &c, for whom I have also drawn upon 
you at sisty days' sight for the remainder, according , 
to your proposition. 

" I am still waiting in Venice, in expectancy of I 
the arrival of Hanson's clerk. What can detain f 
him, I do not know ; but I trust that Mr. Hobhouse, I 
and Mr. Kinnaird, when their political fit is abated, | 
will take the trouble to enquire and expedite him, 
as I have nearly a hundred tJiousand pounds de- 
pending upon llie completion of the sale and the I 
signature of the papers. 

" The draft on you ia drawn up by Siri and Will- 
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haliii. J hope that the form is correct. I signed it 
two or three days ago, desiring them to forward it 
to Messrs. Morlaod and Hansom. 

" Your projected editions for November had better 
be postponed, as I have some things in project, or 
preparation, that may be of use to you, though not 
very important in themselves. I have completed an 
Ode on Venice, and have two Stories, one serious 
and one ludicrous (a la Beppo), not yet finished, 
and in no hurry to be so. 

" You talk of the letter to Hobhouse being much 
admired, and apeak of prose. I think of writing 
(for your full edition) some Memoirs of my life, to 
prefix to ihcm, upon the same mode! (though far 
enough, I fear, from reaching it) of Gifibrd, Hume, 
&c. ; and this without any intention of making dis- 
closures or remarks upon living people, which would 
be unpleasant to them : but I think it might he done, 
and well done. However, this is to be considered. 
I have miiCeriah in plenty, but the greater part of 
them could not be used by me, nor for these hun- 
dred years to come. However, there is enough 
without these, and merely as a literary man, to make 
[ a preface for such an edition as you meditate. But 
s is by the way ; 1 have not made up my mind. 
" I enclose you a note on the subject of ' Pa- 
f tutTta,' which Hobhouse can dress for you. It is an 
J extract of particulars from a history of Ferrara. 
" I trust you have been attentive to Missiaglia, for 
the English have the character of neglecting the 
Italians, at present, which I hope you will redeem. 
" Yours in haste, B." 
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TO MR. MURHAY. 



" Vcaiice, July 17. 1818. 

" I suppose that Aglictti will take whatever y 
offsT, but till his return from Vienna I can make hi 
00 proposal ; nor, indeetl, have you authorised me to 
do so. The three French notes are by Lady Mary; 
also another lialf-EngliBli-FreDch-ltaliiui. They are 
very pretty and passionate ; it is a pity that a piece 
of one of tliein is lost. Algarolti seems to have 
treated her ill ; but she was much his senior, and sit 
women are used ill — or say so, whether they 

" I shall be glad of your books and powders. I 
am still ill waiting for Hanson's clerk, but luckily 
not at Geneva. All my good friends wrote ti 
to hasten riere to meet him, but not one had the 
good sense or the good nature, to write aderwarda 
to tell me that it would be time and a journey thrown 
away, as he could not set off for some months after 
tlie period appointed. If I had taken the journey 
on the general suggestion, I never would have spoken 
again to one of you as long as I existed. I have 
written to request Mr. Kinnaird, when the foam of' 
his politics is wiped away, to extract a positive 
answer from that » • • », and not to keep me in a 
state of suspense upon the subject. I hope that 
Kinnaird, who has my power of attorney, keeps K 
look-out upon the gentleman, which is the i 
necessary, as I have a great dislike to the idea of 
coming over to look after him myself. 

" I have several things begun, verse and prosei 
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but none m much forwardness. I bavc written some 
six or seven slieels of a Life, which I mean to con- 
tinue, and send you when finished. It may perhaps 
serve for your projected editions. If you would tell 
I me exactly (fur I know nothing, and have no corre- 
' ipondents except on business) die state of the re- 
ception of Dur late publications, and the feeling 
upon them, without consulting any delicacies (I am 
too seasoned to require them), I should know how 
and in what manner to proceed. I should not like 
to give them too much, which may probably have 
been the case already ; but, as I tell you, 1 know 
nothing. 

" I once wrote from the fulness of my mind and 
the love of fame, (not as an end, but as a means, to 
obtain that influence over men's minds which is 
power in itself and in its consequences,) and now 
from habit and from avarice ; so that tlie effect may 
probably be as different as the inspiration. 1 have 
the same facility, and indeed necessity, of com- 
position, to avoid idleness (though idleness in a hot 
country is a pleasure), but a much greater indif- 
ference to what is to become of it, after it has 
served my immediate purpose. However, I should 

on no account like to but I won't go on, like 

the Archbishop of Granada, as I am very sure tliat 
you dread the fete of Gil Bias, and with good 
reason. Yours, &c. 

" P.S. I have written some very savage letters to 
Mr, Hobliouse, Kinnaird, to you, and to Hanson, 
because the silence of so long a time made me tear 
off my remaming rags of patience. I have seen one 
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or two late English publications which are no great 
things, except Rob Roy. I shall be glad of Whistle- 
craft." 



Letter 321. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, August 26. 1818. 

** You may go on with your edition, without cal- 
culating on the Memoir, which I shall not publish at 
present* It is nearly finished, but will be too long ; 
and there are so many things, which, out of regard 
to the living, cannot be mentioned, that I have writ- 
ten with too much detail of that which interested 
me least ; so that my autobiographical Essay would 
resemble the tragedy of Hamlet at the country 
theatre, recited < with the part of Hamlet left out 
by particular desire.' I shall keep it among my 
papers ; it will be a kind of guide-post in case of 
death, and prevent some of the lies which would 
otherwise be told, and destroy some which have 
been told already. 

<< The tales also are in an unfinished state, and I 
can ^x no time for their completion : they are also 
not in the best manner. You must not, therefore, 
calculate upon any thing in time for this edition. 
The Memoir is already above forty-four sheets of 
very large, long paper, and will be about fifty or 
sixty; but I wish to go on leisurely; and when 
finished, although it might do a good deal for you 
at the time, I am not sure that it would serve any 
good purpose in the end either, as it is ftill of many 
passions and prejudices, of which it has been in^pos- 
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Bible for me to keep dear: — I have not die pa- 
tience. 

" Enclosed is a list of books which Dr. Aglietti 
would be glad to receive by way of price for his MS. 
letters, if you are disposed lo purchase at the rate 
of fifty pounds aterhng. These he will be glad to 
have as part, and therest/will give him in money, 
and you may carry it to the account of books, &c. 
which is in balance against me, deducting it accord- 
ingly. So that the letters are yours, if you like 
them, at this rate ; and he and I are going to hunt 
for more Lady Montague ieliers, which he thinks 
of finding. I write in haste. Thanks for the article, 
and hclieve me 



To the charge brought against Lord Byron by 
some English travellers of being, in general, repul- 
sive and inhospitable to his own countrymen, I have 
already made allusion ; and shall now add to the 
testimony then cited in disproof of such a charge 
some particulars, communicated to me by Captain 
Basil Hall, which exhibit the courtesy and kindliness 
of the noble [Ket's disposition in their true, natural 
light. 

" On the last day of August, 1818 (says this dis- 
tinguished writer and traveller), I was taken ill with 
an ague at Venice, and having heard enough of the 
low state of the medical art in that country, I was 
not a little anxious as to the advice I should take. 
I was not acquainted with any person in Venice to 
whom I could refer, and had only one letter of io- 
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" ■ Venice, August 31. ISIS. 
« ' Dear Sir, 

" ' Dr. Aglietti ia the best physician, not only 
in Venice, but in Italy ; his residence ia on the Grand 
Canal, and easily found; I forget the number, but 
am probably the only person in Venice who don't 
know it. There is no comparison between him and 
any of the other medical people here. I regret very 
much to hear of your indisposition, and shall do 
myself the honour of waiting upon you the moment 
I am up. I write this in bed, and have only just 
received the letter and note. I beg you to believe 
that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours 
could have prevented me from replying immediately, 
or coming in person. I ha^'e not been called a mi- 
nute. — I have the honour to be, very truly, 
" ' Your most obedient servant, 

" ' Byron.' 

" His Lordship soon followed this note, and I 
heard his voice in the next room ; but although he 
waited more than an hour, I could not see him, 
being under the inexorable hands of the doctor. In 
the course of the mme evening he again called, but 
I was asleep. When I awoke I found his Lordship's 
valet sitting by my bedside. ' He had his master's 
orders," he said, ' to remain with me while I was 
unwell, and was instructed to say, that whatever his 
Lordship had, or could procure, was at my service, 
and that he would come to me and sit wjtli me, or 
do whatever I liked, if I would only let him know in 
what way he could be useful.' 
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troduction, which was to Lord Byron ; but a; 
were many stories floating about of his Lordship'^ 
unwillingness to be pestered with tourists, I had ft 
unwiUing, before this moment, to intrude myse 
that shape. Now, however, that I was serii 
unwell, 1 felt sure that this offensive character w 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, and t" 
sent the letter by une of my travelling companions 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing the 
liberty 1 was taking, explaining that I was in w 
of medical assistance, and saying I should not ai 
to any one till I heard the name of the persou who 
in his Lordship's opinion, was the best practitioner k 
Venice. 

" Unfortunately for me, Lord Byron was still s 
bed, though it was near noon, and still mo 
tunately, the bearer of my message scrupled I 
awake him, without first coming back to consult n 
By this time I was in all the agonies of a cold aj 
fit, and, tlierefore, not at all in a condition t 
consulted upon any thing — so I rephed petti 
' Ob, by no means disturb Lord Byron on my a 
count — ring for the landlord, and send for any m 
he recommends.' Tills absurd injimction being fori 
with and literally attended to, in the course o 
hour I was under the discipline of mine host's fiien 
whose skill and success it is no part of my preee 
purpose to descant upon: — it is sufiicient to a 
tion that I was irrevocablj' in his bands long b 
the following most kind note was brought to n 
great haste, by Lord Byron's servant. 



1(18. 
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" ' Venice, August 31. IBIS. 

" ' Dear Sir, 

" ' Dr. Aglietti is the best physician, not only 
in Venice, but in Italy : his residence is on the Grand 
Canal, and easily found ; I forget the number, but 
am probably the only person in Venice who don't 
know it. There is no comparison between him and 
any of the other medical people here. I regret very 
much to hear of your in disposition, and shall do 
myself the honour of waiting upon you the moment 
I am up. I write this in bed, and have only just 
received the letter and note. I beg you lo believe 
that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours 
could have prevented me from replying immediately, 
or coming in person. I haie not been called a mi- 
nute. — ! have the honour lo be, very truly, 
" ' Your most obedient servant, 

" ' Bykon.' 



I 



" His Lordship soon followed this note, and I 
heard his voice in the next room ; but although he 
waited more than an hour, 1 could not see him, 
being under the inexorable hands of the doctor. Jn 
the course of the same evening he again called, but 
I was asleep. Wlien I awoke I found his Lordship's 
" valet sitting by my bedside, ' He had his master's 
orders,' he said, * to remain with me while I was 
unwell, and was instructed to say, that whatever his 
Lordship had, or could procure, was at my service, 
and that he would come to me and sit with me, or 
do whatever I liked, if I would only let him know in 
what way he could be useful.' 
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troduction, which was to Lord Byron ; but as there 
were many stories 6oatiiig about of liia Lordship's 
unwillingness to be pestered with tourists, I had felt 
unwilling, before this moment, to intrude myself in 
that shape. Now, however, that I was seriously 
unwell, I felt sure that this offensive character would 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, and I 
sent the letter by one of my travelling companions 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing the 
liberty 1 was taking, explaining that I was in want 
of medical assistance, and saying 1 should not send 
to any one till I heard the name of the person who, 
in his Lordship's opinion, was the best practitioner tn 

" Unfortunately for me, Lord Byron was still in 
bed, though it was near noon, and still more unfor- 
tunately, the bearer of my message scrupled to 
awake him, without first coming back to consult me. 
By this time I was in all the agonies of a cold ague 
fit, and, tlierefore, not at all in a condition to be 
consulted upon any thing — so I replied pettishly, 
' Oh, by no means disturb Lord Byron on my ac- 
count — ring for the landlord 
he recommends.' 
with and literally attend 
hour 1 was under the c^ 
whose skill and s 
purpose to descaq 
tion that I h 
the follow in| 
great h 



troduction, which was to Lord Byron ; but as there 
were many Btofiea floating about of liis Lordship's 
unwillingness to be pestered with tourists, I had felt 
unwilling, before this moment, to intrude myself in 
that shape. Now, however, that I was seriously 
unwell, I felt sure that this offensive character woulJ 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, and I 
sent the letter by one of my travelling compaaionB 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing the 
liberty I was taking, explaining that I was in want 
of medical assistance, and saying I should not send 
to any one till I heard the name of the person who, 
in his Lordship's opinion, was the best practitioner in 
Venice. 

" Unfortunately fur me, Lord Byron was stiil in 
bed, though it was near noon, and still more unfor- 
tunately, the bearer of my message scrupled to 
awake him, without first coming back to consult me. 
By this time I was in all the agonies of a cold ague 
fit, and, therefore, not at all in a condition to be 
consulted upon any thing — so I replied pettishly, 
' Oh, by no means disturb Lord Byron on my ac- 
count — ring for the landlord, and send for any one 




troductian, which wus to Lord Byron ; but as there 
were many stories floating about of his Lordship > 
unwilliDgness to be pestered with tourists, I had felt 
unwilling, before this moment, to intrude myself in 
that shape. Now, however, that I was seriously 
unwell, 1 felt sure thut this offensive character would 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, and 1 
sent the fetter by one of my travelling companions 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing the 
liberty I was taking, explaining that I was ia want 
of medical assistance, and saying I should not send 
to any one till 1 heard the name of the person who, 
in bis Lordsliip's opinion, was the best practitioner in 
Venice, 

" Unfortunately for me, Lord Byron was still in 
bed, though it was near noon, and still more unfor- 
tunately, the bearer of my message scrupled to 
awake him, without first coming back to consult me. 
By this time 1 was in all the agonies of a cold ague 
fit, and, therefore, not at all in a condition to be 
consulted upon any thing — so I replied pettishly, 
' Oh, by no means disturb Lord liyron on my ac- 
count — ring for the landlord, and send for any one 
he recommends.' Thisabsurd injunction being forth- 
with and literally attended t^Mfte course of an 
hour I was under the disci^^^^^be host's I 
whose skill and success jj^^^^^f^.x^.^ 
purpose to descant u 
tion that I w 
the following 
great hastu, by" 




troduction, which was to Lord Byron ; but as the* 
wer6 many stories floating about of Ilia Lordship'd 
unwillbgness to be pestered with tourists, I hadff' 
unwilling, before this moment, to intrude myself ii 
that shape. Now, however, that I was seric 
unwell, I felt sure that this offensive character n 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, a 
sent the letter by one of my travelling companioinfl 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing tl 
liberty I was taking, explaining that I was ii 
of medical assistance, and saying I should not ai 
to any one till 1 heard the name of the person n 
in his Lordship's opinion, was the best practitioner {tl 
Venice. 

" Unfortunately for me. Lord Byron was still in 
bed, though it was near noon, and still more unfoT' 
tunately, the bearer of my message scrupled I 
awake him, without first coming back to consult n 
By this time I was in all the agonies of a cold aj 
fit, and, therefore, not at all in a conditio 
consulted upon any thing — so I replied pettishlyM 
' Oh, by no means disturb Lord Byron c 
count — ring for the landlord, and send for any a 
he recommends.' This absurd injunction bei 
with and literally attended to, in the cour 
hour I was under the disciplin 
whose skill a 
purpose to descant upt 
tion that I w 
the following most li 
great haste, t 
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" ' Venice, August 31. 1818. 

" ' Dear Sir, 

" ' Dr. Aglietti is the best physician, not onJy 
in Venice, but in Italy : Iiis residence ia on the Grand 
Canal, and easily found; I forget IJie number, but 
am probably the only person in Venice who don't 
know it. There is no comparison between him and 
any of the other medical people here, I regret very 
much to hear of your indisposition, and shall do 
myself the honour of waiting upon you the moment 
I am up. I write this in bed, and have only just 
received the tetter and note. I beg you to believe 
that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours 
could have prevented me from replying immediately, 
or coming in person. I ha^e not been called a mt- 
pute — I have the honour to be, very truly, 
" ' Your most obedient servant, 

« ' Byron.' 

" His Lordship soon followed this n t and I 
heard his voice in the next room ; but al I gh h 
waited more than an hour, I could h m 

being under the inexorable hands of tl 1 1 

the couTBftdilkftjame evening he aga n 11 d b 
p I awoke I found h L d 1 j 
bedside. ' He ha I h t b 

n with me \thile I was 
■ say, that whatever his 
was at my service, 
and sit witli me, or 
only let him know in 





troduction, which was to Lord Byron; but as there 
were many stories floating about of hia Lordship's 
vinwillingnefig to be pestered with tourists, I liad felt 
unwilling, before this moment, to intrude myself in 
that shape. Now, however, that I was seriously' 
unwell, 1 ielt sure that this ofFenaive cliaracter would 
merge in that of a countryman in distress, and I 
sent the letter by one of my travelling companions 
to Lord Byrcn's lodgings, with a note, excusing the 
liberty 1 was takiiig, explaining that I was in want _ 
of medical assistance, and saying I should not seail 
to any one till I lieard the name of the person n 
in his Lordship's opinion, was the best practitioner JE 
Venice. 

" Unfortunately for me, Lord Byron was 
bed, though it was near noon, and still mor 
tunately, the hearer of my message scrupled I 
awake him, without first coming back to consult me. 
By this time 1 was in all the agonies of a cold ague 
fit, and, therefore, not at all in a condition to be , 
consulted upon any thing — so I replied p 
■ Oh, by no means disturb Lord Byron on my a 
count— ring for the landlord, and send for any o 
he recommends.' Tliis absurd injunction being forth 
with and literally attended to, in the course of $ 
hour I was under the discipline of mine host's I 
whose skill and success it is no part of my p 
purpose to descant upon: — it is sufficient te 
tion that I was irrevocably in his bands long befg 
the following most kind note was brought to n 
great haste, by Lord Byron's servant. 
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"'Venice, August 31. 1S18. 

" ' Dear Sir, 

" ' Dr. Aglietti is the beat physician, not only 
in Venice, but in Italy : his residence is on the Grand 
Canal, and easily found ; I forget the number, but 
am probably the only person in Venice who don't 
know it. There is no comparison between him and 
any of the other medical people here. I regret very 
much to hear of your indisposition, and shall do 
myaelf the honour of waiting upon you the moment 
I am up. I write this in bed, and have only just 
received the letter and note, I beg you to believe 
that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours 
could have prevented me from replying immediately, 
or coming in person. I have not been called a mi' 
nute. — I have the honour to be, very truly, 
" ' Your most obedient servant, 

" ' Byron," 



" His Lordship soon followed this note, and I 
heard his voice in the nest room ; but although he 
waited more than an hour, I could not see him, 
being under the inexorable hands of the doctor. In 
the course of the same evening he again called, but 
I was asleep. When I awoke I found his Lordship's 
valet sitting by my bedside. ■ He had his master's 
orders,' he said, ' to remain with me while I was 
unwell, and was instructed to say, that whatever his 
Lordship had, or could procure, was at my service, 
and that he would conie to me and sit with mo, or 
do whatever I liked, if I would only let him know in 
what way he could be useful,' 
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" Accordingly, on the next day, 1 sent for soinefl 
book, which was brought, with a list of his libraryvT 
I forget what it was which prevented my seeingl 
Lord Byron on this day, thougli he called more than. 1 
once ; and on the next, I was too ill with fever U 
talk to any one. 

" Tlie moment 1 could get out, I look a gondola 
and went to pay my respects, and to thank his Lord- 
ship for his attentions. It was then nearly three 
o'clock, but he was not yet up; and when I went 
again on the foQowiog day at Rve, I had the mortt- 
f cation to learn that he had gone, at the some hour, 
to call upon me, so that we had crossed each other 
on the canal ; and, to my deep and lasting regret, T 
was obliged to leave Venice without seeing him." 

LnrmSQa. TO WE. MOORE. 

"Venice, Scpleinber 19. IfllS-l 

" An English newspaper ]iere would be a prodigyi-l 
and an opposition one a monster ; and except si 
ex tracts yVwii extracts in the vile, garbled Paria ga-l 
zettes, nothing cf tlie kind reaches the Veiieto-Lom- 
hard public, who are, perhaps, the most oppressed in 
Europe. My correspondences with England are 
mostly on business, and chiefly with my • • •, who 
has no very exalted notion, or extensive conception, 
of an author's attributes; for he once took up an 
Edinburgh Review, and, looking at it a minute, said- 
10 me, ' So, I see you have got into the magazine,' 
— which is the only sentence I ever heard him utter 
upon literary matters, or the men thereof. 



" My first news of your Iriah Apotheosis has, con- 
sequently, been from yourself. But, as it will not be 
forgotteo in a hurry, either by your iriends or your 



I 



detail from some 
I wish you joy , 
nufit have been 
-abbey, — be- 

day (many years 



enemies, I hope t( 

of the former, and, in the n 

with all my heart. Such a 

a good deal better than Vi 

sides being an assurance of that oai 

hence, I trust,) into the bargain. 

" I am sorry to perceive, however, by the close of 
your letter, that even you liave not escaped thu . 
' surgit amari,' &c. and that your damned deputy 
lias been gathering such ' dew from the still t-eit 
Bermoothes' — or rather vexatious. Pray, give mc 
some items of the aifair, as you say it is a serious 
one ; and, if it grows more so, you should make a 
trip over here for a few months, to see how things 
turn out. I suppose you are a violent admirer of 
England by your staying so long in it. For my own 
part, I have passed, between the age of one-and- 
twenty and thirty, half the intervenient years out of 
it without regretting any thing, except that I ever 
returned to it at all, and the gloomy prospect before 
me of business and parentage obliging me, one day, 
to return to it again, — at least, for the iransaclion 
of affairs, the signing of papers, and inspecting of 
children. 

" 1 have here my natural daughter, by name Al- 
legra, — a pretty little girl enough, and reckoned 
like papa.* Her mamma is English, — but it is a 

m by its moUier about 
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long £toiy, and — there's an end. She is aboul 
twenty months old. 

" I have finished the first Canto (a long o 
about ISO octaves) of a poem in the style and man- 
ner of ' Beppo,' encouraged by the good success of 
the same. It is called ' Don Juan,' and is meant to 
be a little quietly facetious upon every thing. But 
I doubt whether it is not — at least, as far as it has 
yet gone — too free for these very modest days. 
However, I shall try the experiment, anonymously, 
, and if it don't take, it will be discontinued. It if 1 
dedicated to S • " in good, simple, savage verse, 
upon the • ■ " •'a politics, and the way he got them. 
But the bore of copying it out is intolerable; and if 



joung girl not nliove nioetenn or twenly years oT age, and In | 
every respe<:tunlit to have the charge of such an infant, williouC \ 
the superintendence of some more eiperienced person. " Tba 
child, accordingly," says my taformant, " was but ill takett 
careof; — not that any bUme could attach to Lord Byron, 
for he alvrays eipreased himself most aniious for her irelfare, 
but because the nurse wanted the necessary expetien 
pc»r girlwBs equally to be piticdi for, as Lord Byron's house- I 
hold consisted of English and Italian men serrants, wilB * 
whom she could hold no converse, and as tliere was no olhef 
female to consult with and assist her in her chargi 
could be more forlorn than her situation proved to be 

Soon after the date of the above letter, Mrs. Hoi^mer, the I 
lady of the Consul General, who had, from the first, ir 
passion Ixith to father and child, invited the little Altegra oo> J 
casionally to her house, very kindly proposed lo Lord fi 
lo take charge of her altogether, and an arrangemeiit y 
accordingly concluded upon for that purpose. 



IBIB. 

I had a 



3 lie would be of n 
o difficult lo decipher. 



" Mj poem's Epic, unci is meant to be 

Divided in twelve books, each book containing 
With love and war, a heavy gale at sea — 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning — 



I 



The above are two stanzas, which 1 send jou as a 
brick of my Babel, and by which you can judge of 
the texture of the structure. 

" In writing the Life of Sheridan, never mind the 
angry lies of the humbug Whigs. Recollect that he 
was an Irishman and a clever fellow, and that loe 
liave had some very pleasant days with him. Don't 
forget that he was at school at Harrow, where, in 
my time, we used to show his name — R. B. Sheri- 
dan, 17G5,— 'as an honour to the walls. Remem- 
ber * *. Depend upon it that there were 
worse folks going, of that gang, than ever Sheridan 
was. 

"What did Parr mean by ' haughtiness and cold- 
ness?' I listened to him with admiring ignorance, 
and respectful silence. What more could a talker 
for fame have? — they don't like to be answered. It 
was at Payne Knight's I met him, where he gave 
me more Greek than I could carry away. But I 
certainly meant to (and did) treat him witli the most 
respectful deference. 

" I wish you a good night, with a, Venetian bene- 
diction, 'Benedetto te, e la terra che ti faral' — 
' May you be blessed, and the earth which you wiU 

K 4: 
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taahe !' — is it not pretty ? You would think it still 
prettier ifyou htid heard it, as I did two hours ago, 
from tile lips of a Venetian giri, with large black 
eyes, a face like Faustina's, and the fijrure of a Juno 
— tall and energetic as a Pythoness, with eyes flasb- 
ing, and her durk hair streaming in the moonlight — - 
one of those women who may be made any thing 
I am sure if I put a poniard into the hand of this 
one, she would plunge it where I told her, — and 
into me, if I offended her. I like this kind of animal, 
and am sure that I should have preferred Medea to 
any woman that ever breathed. You may, perhaps, 
wonder that I don't in that case. I could have for- 
given the dagger or tlie bowl, any thing, but the 
deliberate desoktion piled upon me, when I stood 
alone upon my hearth, with my household gods shi- 
vered around me. + ■ • Do you suppose I 
have forgotten or forgiven it ? It has compara- 
tively swallowed up in me every odier feeling, and 
I am only a spectator upon earth, till a tenfold op- 
portunity offers. It may come yet. There are 
others more to be blamed than » • » *, and it is on 
these that my eyes are fixed unceasingly." 



I 



LETTEiLgas. TO MR, MUItliAV. 

" In the one hundredth and thirty-second stanza I 
of Canto fourth, the stanza runs in the manuscript— J 

t "1 had one only fount of quiet left, 

And tAot they poison'd! My pvre hotuehitld goit 

Were tkiverdanm^ ktarth." Mabino F^UEmo.- I 



Leftlbei 

and not ' lost,' which h 



It NciT 



rang 



13 nonseiise, aa what losing a 
; but leaving an unbalanced 
Bcale, or a scale unbalanced, is intelligible.* Correct 
this, I pray, — not for the public, or Uie poetry, hut 
I do not choose to have blunders made in addre3sin<. 
any of the deities so seriously as this is addressed. 
" Yours, &c. 
" P. S. In the translation Iron) the Spanish, alter 

'* In LiicreaUng squadrons flew, 

to 

" To a mighty squadron grew. 

" What does ■ thy waters uxuted them ' mean (in 
the Canto) ? l^at w ?wl me.+ Consult the MS. 
atwai/s. 

" I have written the first Canto (ISO octave stan- 
zas) of a poem in the style of Beppo, and have 
Mazeppa to finish besides. 

" In referring to the mistake in stanza 132. 1 take 
the opportunity to desire that in future, in all parts 
of ray writings referring to rehgion, you will he more 
careful, and not forget that it is possible that in ad- 
dressing the Deity a blunder may become a blas- 
phemy ; and I do not choose to suffer such infamous 
perversions of my words or of my 

" I saw the Canto by accident." 

passage slill remaining, umneaoingly, 

" XoU the unbalanced uale." 
t This passage also remains uncorrected. 



LiTiii3a4. TO MR, MURRAY. 

"Venice, Jsnuar; 20. 1819(4 

" The opinions which I liavc asked of Mr. H. and I 
others were with regard to the poetical merit, and ■ 
not as to what they may think due to the cant of 
the day, which still reads the Bath Guide, Little's 
Poems, Prior, and Chaucer, to say nothing of Pieid- 
iiig and Smollet. If published, publish entire, with 
the above-mentioned exceptions ; or you may publish 
anonymously, or not at all. In the latter event, print ] 
50 on my account, for private distribution. 

" Yours, &c. 

" I have written to Messrs. K. and H. to desini J 
that they will not erase more than I have stated. 

" The second Canto of Don Juan is finished ii 
206 stanzas." 



LtTTEl 325. 




TO MR 


. MURR. 
" Veok 


L-, Jam 


i^y55. 1819. 


" You will 


do 


me the 


favour t 


pri) 


nt privately^ 



(for private distribution) fifty copies of ' Don Juan.* j 
The list of the men to whom I wish it to be pre-A 
sented, I will send hereafter. The other two poemia^ 
had best be added to the collective edition : I do nota 
approve of tfietV being published separately. 
Don Juan entire, omitting, of course, the lines o 
Castlereagh, as I am not on the spot to meet hita 
I have a second Canto ready, which will be sedi 
by and by. By this post, I have written to Mrf] 
Hobhouse, addressed to your care. 

" Yours, &c. 



" p. S. I liave acijuieKced in the request and 
representation ; and having done s 



idle to 



I 



detail my arguments in favour of my own eelf-love 
and ' Poefihie;' but I protest If tlie poem lias 
poetry, it would stand; if not, fall; the rest is 
' leather and prunello,' and has never yet affected 
any human production ' pro or con.' Dulness is the 
only annihilator in Buch cases. As to the cant of 
the day, I despise it, as I have ever done all its other 
finical fashions, which become you as paint became 
the ancient Britons. If you admit this prudery, you 
must omit half Ariosto, La Fontaine, Shakspeare, 
Beaumont, Fletcher, Massinger, Ford, all the Charles 
Second writers ; in short, aomething of most who 
have written before Pope and are worth reading, and 
much of Pope himself. Read him — most of you 
don't — but do — and I will forgive you; thoi^h 
the inevitable consequence would be that you would 
burn all 1 have ever written, and ail your other 
wretched Ciaudiana of the day (except Scott and 
Crabbe) into the bargain. I wrong Claudian, who 
teas a poet, by naming him with such fellows ; but 
he was the ' ultimus Romanorum,' the tail of the 
comet, and these persons are the tail of an old gown 
£ut in to a waistcoat for Jackey ; but being hoih tails, 
I have compared the one with the other, though 
very unlike, like ali similes. I write in a passion 
and a sirocco, and I was up till six this morning at 
the Carnival : but I protest, as I did in my former 
letter." 



Lmii 326. TO MR. MURR.IY. 



" After one of the concluding stanzas of the 
Canto of Don Juan/ which ends with (I foi^et tt» 
number) — 



" To ha«i 



A liook, a d— ci liad picture, and worse bus 

insert the following stanza: — 

" ^Vhat are the hopes of man, &c. 

" I have written to you several letters, some with 
additions, and some upon the subject of the poem 
itself, which ray cursed puritanical committee have; 
protested against publishing. But we will circumvent 
them on that point. I have not yet begun to cof^' 
out the second Canto, which is finished, from n 
tural laziness, and tlie discouragement of the mi 
and water they have thrown upon the first. I ai 
all this to them as to you, that is, for you to say ' 
tAem, for I will have nothing underhand. If th( 
had told me the poetry was bad, I would have a 
quicsced ; but tliey say the contrary, and tllen 
to me about morality — the first time I ever het 
the word from any body who was not a rascal thi 
used it for a purpose. I maintain that it is the mo 
moral of poems ; but if people won't discover tl 
moral, that is their fault, not mine. I huve alreat 
written to beg that in any case you will print j^ 
for private distribution. I will send you the list 
persons to whom it is to be sent afterwards. 



I'lSlQ. LIFE OF Lonn Bvnos. Itt 

" Within this last fortnight I have been rather 
indisposed with a rebellion of stomach, which would 
etain nothing, (liver, 1 suppose,) and an initbdity, 
(H" fantasy, not to be able to eat of any thing with 
reiisli but a kind of Adriatic fish called ' scampi,' 
which happens to be the most indigestible of ma- 
i viands. However, within these last two days, 
> I am better, and very truly ]'OUi*s." 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Venice, April 



1919. 



t 



" The second Canto of Don Jar 
Saturday last, by post, in four packets, two of four, 
and two of three sheets each, containing iu all two 
hundred and seventeen stanzas, octave measure. 
But I will permit no curtailments, except those 
mentioned about Castlere^h and • • • *. You 
t make emJiclet of my cantos. The poem will 
(ilease, if it is lively ; if it is stupid, it will fail : but 

will have none of your damned cutting and slash- 
\ift^. If you please, you may publish mionymously ; 

will perhaps be better ; but I will battle my way 
against them all, like a porcupine. 

" So you and Mr, Foscolo, &c. want me to under- 
take what you call a ' great work?" an Epic Poem, 
I suppose, or some such pyramid. I'll try no 
such thing ; 1 hate tasks. And then ' seven or eight 
years ! ' God send us all well this day three months, 
let alone years. If one's years can't be better em- 
ployed than in sweating poesy, a man had better 
be a ditcher. And works, too I — is Childc Harold 



lii KOTlCEi OF THE 1819. 

over his mind which lasted through his few re- 

iDEuning year^ ; and, undeniably wrong and immoral 
(even allowing- for the Italian estimate of such 
^ailties) as was the nature of the connection to 
which this attachment ted, wc can hardly perhaps, 
— taking into account the far worse wrong from 
which it rescued and preserved him, — consider it 
otherwise tlion as an event fortunate both for his 
reputation and happiness. 

The fair object of this last, and (with one signal 
exception) only real love of his whole life, was a 
young Romagnese lady, the daughter of Count 
Ganiba, of Ravenna, and married, hut a short time 
before Lord Byron first met with lier, to an old and 
wealthy widower, of the same city. Count Guiccioli. 
Her husband had in early life been the friend of 
Alfieri, and had distinguished himself by his zeal in 
promoting the establishment of a National Theatre, 
in which the talents of Alfieri and his own wealth 
were to be combined. Notwithstanding his age, 
and a character, as it appears, by no means reput- 
able, his great opulence rendered liim an object of 
ambition among tlie mothers of Ravenna, who, 
according to the too frequent maternal practice 
were seen vying with each other in attracting BO 
rich a purchaser for their daughters, and the young 
Teresa Gamba, not yet sixteen, and just emand- 
pated from a convent, was the selected victim. 

The first lime Lord Byron had ever seen this lady 
was in the autumn of 18IS, when she made her ap- 
pearance, three days after her marriage, at tliehouse of 
the Countess Albrizzi, in all the gaiety of bridal array. 
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LIFE OF LORI 



and the first delight of exchanging a 






world. At this time, however, no acquaintance en- 
sued between them ; — it was not till the spring of 
the present year that, at an evening party of 
Madame Benzoni's, they were introduced to each 
other. The love that sprung out of this meeting 
was instantaneous and mutual, though with the 
usual disproportion of sacrifice between the parties ; 
Buch an event being, to the man, but one of the 
many scenes of life, while, with woman, it generally 
constitutes the whole drama. The young Italian 
fi)und herself suddenly inspired with a passion, of 
which, till that moment, her mind could not have 
formed the least idea ; — she had thought of love 
but as an amusement, and now became its slave. 



If at the 






^ be« 



1 Ihar 



Engl isli woman, no sooner did she begin to under- 
stand the full despotism of the passion than her 
heart shrunk from it as something terrible, and she 
would have escaped, but that the chain was already 
around her. 

No words, however, can describe so simply and 
feelingly as her own, the strong impression which 
their first meeting left upon her mind : — 

" I became acquainted (says Madame GuiccioliJ 
with Lord Byron in tlie April of 1819: — he was 
introduced to me at Venice, by the Countess tsen- 
zoni, at one of that lady's parties. This introduction, 
which had so much influence over the lives of us 
bgth, took place contrary CO our wishes, and had 
been permitted by us only from courtesy. For 
I vj'Self, more fatigued than usual that evening oc 



^4€t KDTICES OF THE 1819' 

account of the late hours they keep at Venice, I 
went with great repugnance to this party, and purely- 
in obedience to Count Giiiccioli. Lord Byron, too, 
trho was averse to forming new acquaintances, — 
alleging thai he had entirely renounced all attach- 
ments, and was unwilling any more to expose himself 
to their consequences, — on being reijuested by the 
countess Ben zoni to allow himself to be presented to 
nie, refused, and, at last, only assented from a desire 
to oblige her. 

" His noble and exquisitely beautiful countenance, 
the tone of his voice, his manners, the thousand 
enchantments that surrounded him, rendered him 
so difTerent and so superior a being to any wfaom I 
had hitherto seen, that it was impossible he should 
not have lefl the most profound impression upon 
me. From that evening, during the whole of my 
subsequent stay at Venice, we met every day." • 



• " Neir Aprile del 1819, lo fed U conoscenia i5i Lord 
fiyron ; e mi fu preMnMlo a VenraiB dalla ConteisB Benzoni 
nelln di lei Bodetii. Queata presentazioDe cbe ebbc taiilc can' 
scqucnie per tullj e due fu falM conlro la tolonli d'eDtramln, 
e solo per condiscendenia Vabbiamo pennesaa. lo sUnco piii 
che mai quella wra par te ore Inrde cbe si cosIUniB rirG in Vl^- 
nciU nndoi con molia ripugnania e solo per ubbidire al ConUt 
Guiccioli in gudla socicti. Lord Byron cbe scansars di Art 
nuove conoscenze, dicendosemprecbe aveta intcramenle rinuii- 
ciato die passion! e che noti voleva esporsi pii alle loro eonie- 
queoie, quanda la Conlcssa Bcniooi la pregil di volenl far 
prGMntare a me egl) recusd, c sola per la compiicenia glielo 
IKnniM. La nobile e bellissima sua fisonomia, il suono deUa 
sua voev, Ic sue manierc, i mille incanti cbe lo drcondsTano lo 
renderano un esseni coal diSbrcnte, cos) superiore ■ tutti queiti 
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LiTTiR 328. TO MR. MURRAY, 

•• Venice, May IS. 1819. 

" I have got your extract, and the ' Vampire.' 
I need not say it is not mine. There is a rule to go 
by : you are my publisher (till we quarrel), and 
what ia not published by you is not written by me. 

" Next week I set out for Roniagna — at least, in 
all probability. You had better go on with the 
publications) without waiting to hear farther, for I 
have other things in my bead. ' Mazeppa ' and 
the 'Ode' separate? — what think you? Jwm 
anongmout, Vnthout the Dedication ; for I won't be 
shabby, and attack Southey under eloud of night. 
" Yours," &c. 

In another letter on the subject of the Vampire^ 
I find the fallowing interesting particulars t — 



" The story of Shelley's agitation is true.* I 
can't tell what seized bim, for be don't want courage. 



in tutli i giorai cht i 
dull,'— MS. 

* This lUny, (s given in Ihu Preface lo tiic " Vampire," ia 
■a followB ! — 

" It opfican Oiat one evening Lord B., Mr. P. B. Shelley, 
two ladies, and the gentleman before alluded to, after having 
perused B German a'orV called PhanUamagoria, began relating 
ghoat stories, ivhen hit Lordship having recited the beginning 
at ChriBtahel, then unpublished, tlie whole took so strong a 
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He was once with me in a gale of wiod, in a sniaQ J 

voat, right under the rocks between Meillerle and 1 
St. Gingo. We were nve in the boat — a servant} ^ 
two boaCmen, and ourselves. The sail was misn 
aged, and the boat was filling fast. He can't swim. 
1 stripped off my coat, made him strip off his, and 
take hold of an oar, telling him that I thought (being 
myself an expert swimmer) I could save him, if he J 
would not struggle when I took hold of him — u 
less we got smashed against the rocks, whicli we 
high and sharp, with an awkward surf on them at that I 
minute. We were then about a hundred yards from I 
shore, and the boat in peril. He answered me with | 
the greatest coolness, ' that he had no notio 
bcmg saved, and that I would have enough to do to il 
save myself, and begged not to trouble me.' Luckily, T 
the boat righted, and, bailing, we got round a point 1 
into St. Gingo, where the inhabitants came down ^ 
and embraced the boaCmen on their escape, 
wind having been high enough to tear up so 
huge trees from the Alps above us, as we saw next ' 
day. 



hold of Mr. Shelley 
ran out oT the room. 
and discovered him 
drops oT perspimtia 



< mind, that he suddenly started up, 

The physician and Lord Bpon foUoind^S 

eaning agvn^t a mantel-piece, with coldn 

ickling down his face. After faBvingfl 



o refresh him, upon enquiring into Ibtffl 
cause of his alarm, they found that his wiJd JQUuriualian haviotf.H 
pictured to him the bosom of one of the ladies with eyes (wUaI 
was reported of a lady in ihe neiglibourhood where he Uvedi^l 
he waa obliged to leave the room in order to destroy the inkr J 
preasioD." 
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' And yet the eame Shelley, who was as cool as it 
was posBJble to be in such circumstances, (of which 
I am DO judge inyBelf, as the chance of swimming 
naturally gives self-possession when near shore,) 
certainly had the fit of phantasy which Polidori 
describes, though Ttol exactly as he describes it. 

" The story of the agreement to write the ghost- 
books is true ; but the ladies are not sisters. Mary 
Godwin (now Mrs. Shelley) wrote Frankenstein, 
which you have reviewed, thinking it Shelley's. 
Metliinks it is a wonderful book for a girl of nine- 
teen, — not nineteen, indeed, at that time. I enclose, 
you the beginning of mine, by which you will see 
how far it resembles Mr. Colburn's publication. If 
you choose to publish it, you may, stating why, and 
witli such explanatory proem as you please. I never 
went on with it, as you will perceive by the date. 
I began it in an old account-book of Miss Mil- 
banke's, which I kept because it contains the word 
' Household,' written by her twice on the inside 
blank page of the covers, being the only two scraps 
1 have in the world in her writing, except her name 
to the Deed of Separation. Her letters I sent back 
except those of the quarrelling correspondence, and 
those, being documents, are placed in the hands of 
a third person, with copies of several of my own ; 
so that J have no kind of memorial whatever of 
her, but these two words, — and her actions. I have 
torn t])e leaves containing the part of the Tale out 
of the book, and enclose them with this sheet. 

" What do you mean ? First you seem hurt by 
my letter, and then, in your next, you talk of iti 
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I 



' power,' and so forth. ' This ia a tl — d blind story. 
Jack ; but never mind, go on.' You mfty be sure I 
said nothing impurpox to plague you; but if you 
will put me ' in a frenny, I will never call you Jack 
i^oin.' I remember nothing of the epistle at pre- 
sent. 

- " What do you mean by Polidori's Diary ? Why, 
I defy him to say any thing about me, but h 
welcome. I bave notliing to reproach me with oa 
his score, and I am much mistaken if that is 
his own opinion. But why publish the names of 
the two girls? and in such a manner? — what a 
blundering piece of exculpation I He asked PicteC, 
&c. to dinner, and of course was left to entertain 
tliem. I went into society soldi/ to present Aim (aa 
I told him), that he might return into good company 
if he chose ; it was the best thing for his youth anil 
drcumstances : for myself, I had done with society, 
and, havbg presented him, withdrew to my o 
' way of lift,' It is true that I returned without 
entering Lady Dalrymple Hamilton's, because I bi 
it flill. It is true that Mrs. Hervey (she writes 
novels) fainted at my entrance into Coppet, 
then came backagain. On her fainting, the Duchess 
de Broglle exclaimed, ■ lliis is too nmch — al si. 
Jive years of age 1 ' — I never gave ' the English ' an 
opportunity of avoiding me ; but I trust that, if ever 
I do, they will seize it. With regard to Mazeppa 
and the Ode, you may join or separate them, as you 
please, irora the two Cantos. 

" Don't suppose I want to put you out of humouTp 
\ have a great respect for your good and gentlemanly 
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qualities, and return your personal friendship to. 
wards me ; and although I think you a little spoilt 
by ' villanoue company," — wits, persons of honour 
about town, authors, and fashionables, together with 
your 'I am just going to call at Carlton House, are 
Tou walking that way ? ' — I say, notwithstanding 
* pictures, taste, Shakspeare, and the musical glasses,' 
you deserve and possess the esteem of those whose 
esteem is worth having, and of none more (however 
useless it may be) than yours very truly, &c. 

" P. S. Make my respects to Mr. Gifford. I am 
perfectly aware that ' Don Juan' must set us all by 
the ears, but that is my concern, and my beginning. 
There will be the ' Edinburgh,' and all, too, against 
it, so that, like ' Rob Boy,' I shall have my hands 
full." 

LiTTH 339. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venire, May 25. 1819, 

" I have received no proofs by the last post, and 
shall probably have quitted Venice before the arrival 
of the next. There wanted a few stanzas to the 
'termination of Canto first In the last proof; the 
next will, I presume, contain them, and the whole 
or a portion of Canto second; but it will be idle to 
wait for further answers from me, as I have directed 
that my letters wait for my return (perhaps in a 
month, and probably so) ; therefore do not wait for 
further advice ti*om me. You may as well talk to 
the wind, and better — for it will at least convey 
your accents a little further than they would other- 



wise have gone; whereas /shall neither echo dot 
quiesce in your ' exquieite reasons." You may o 
the note of reference to Hobhouse's travels, in Canto 
secoDd, and you will put ai motto to the whole 
■ ' Difficile est proprie communis dkere.' — Hokaci 

" A few days ago I sent you all I know of 
Polidori's Vampire. He may do, say, or writei 
what lie pleases, hut I wish he would not attribute 
to me his own compositions. If he has any thing t£ 
mine in his possession, the MS. will put it beyond 
controversy; hut I scarcely think that any one who 
knows me would believe the thing m the Maga- 
zine to be mine, even if they saw it in my own 
hiert^lyphiCE. 

" I write to you in the agonies of a sirocco, which 
annihilates me; and I have been Ibol enough to do 
four things since dinner, which are as well omitted 
in very hoi weather: IstJy, ■ • » •; 2dly, to 
play at billiards from 10 to 12, under the influence. 
of lighted lamps, that doubled the heat^ Sdly, to go 
afterwards into a red-hot conversazione of rfie 
Countess Benzoni's ; and, 4thly, to begin this letter 
at three in the morning : but being begun, it must 
be finished. 

" Ever very truly and aiFectionately yours 

"B. 

" P. S. I petition for tooth-brushes, powder, mag- 
nesia. Macassar oil (or Russia), die sashes, and Sir 
Nl. Wraxall's Memoirs of his own Times. I want, 
besides, a hull-dog, a terrier, and two Newfoundland 
dogs : and I want (is it Buck's ?) a life of Richard 3d, 



advertised by Longman long, I 
for it at least three jears si 
advertisements." 



7, long 3^0 ; I asked 
e. See Longman's 



About the middle of April, Madame Guiccioli had 
been obliged to quit Venice with her husband. Hav- 
ing several houses on the road from Venice to Ra- 
venna, it was his habit to stop at thrse mansions, one 
after the other, in his journeys between the two 
cities ; and from all these places the enamoured 
young Countess now wrote to Lord Byron, express- 
ing, in tlie most passionate and pathetic terms, her 
despmr at leaving him. So utterly, indeed, did this 
feeling overpower her, that three times, in the course 
ofher first day's journey, she was seized with fainting 
fits. In one of her letters, which I saw when at 
Venice, dated, if I recollect right, from " Cd Zen, 
Cavanelle di Po," she tells him that the solitude of 
this place, which she had before found irksome, was, 
now that one sole idea occupied her mind, become 
dear and welcome to her, and promises that, as soon 
as she arrives at Ravenna, " she will, according to 
his wish, avoid all general society, and devote her- 
self to reading, music, domestic occupations, riding 
on horseback, — every thing, in short, that she knew 
he would most like.' What a change for a young 
wid simple girl, who, but a few weeks before, had 
tiiought only of society and the world, but who now 
«aw no other happiness but in the hope of making 
faeraelf worthy, by seclusion and self-instruction, of 
the ilhiBtrioua object of her devotion ! 

On leaving this place, she was attacked with a 
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dangerous illness on the road, and arrived half dead 
Bt Ravenna ; nor was it found possible to revise or 
comfort her till lui assurance was received from Lord 
Byron, expressed with all the fervour of real passioo, 
that, in the course of the ensuing month, he would 
pay her a visit. Symptoms of consumption, brought 
on by her state of mind, had already shown them- 
BelveE ; and, in addition to the pain which this se- 
|>aration had caused her, she was also suffering much 
grief from the loss of her mother, who, at this time, 
died in giving birth to her fourteenth child. Towards 
the latter end of May she wrote to acquaint Lord 
Byron that, having prepared all her relatives and 
fViends lo expect him, he might now, she thought, 
venture lo make his appearance at Ravenna. Though, 
on the lady's account, hesitating as to the prudence 
of such a step, he, in obedience to her wishes, on 
the 3d of June, set out from La Mira (at which place 
he had again taken a villa for the eummer), and 
proceeded towards Rumagna. 

From Padua he addressed a letter to Mr, Hoppner, 
chiefly occupied with matters of household concern 
which that gentleman had undertaken to manage for 
him at Venice, but, on the immediate object of his 
journey, expressing himself in a tone so light and 
jesting, as it would be difficult for those not versed 
in his character to conceive that he could ever bring 
himsdf, while under the influence of a passion so 
sincere, to assume. But such is ever the wanton- 
ness of the mocking spirit, from which nothing, — 
not even love, — remains sacred; and which, at last) 
for want of other food, tisms upon hhnself. The 
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le horror, too, of hypocrisy that led Lord ByrMi 
to exaggerate his own errorB, led him also to dis- 
guise, under a seemingly heartless ridicule, all those 
natural and kindly qualities by which they were 
redeemed. 

This letter IVoro Padua concludes thus : — 

" A journey in an Italian June is a conscription ; 
and if I was not the most constant of men, I should 
DOW be swininiing from the Lido, instead of smokbg 
in the dust of Padua. Should there be letters from 
England, let them wait my return. And do look at 
my house and (not lands, but) waters, and scold ; — 
and deal out the monies to Edgecombe * with an air 
of reluctance and a shake of the head — and put 
queer questions to him — and turn up your nose 
when he answers. 

" Make my respect to the Consules — and to the 
Chevalier — and to Scotin — and to all tlie counts 
and countesses of our acquaintance. 
" And believe me ever 

" Your disconsolate and affectionate," &c> 

As a contrast to the strange levity of this letter, 

as well as in justice to the real earnestness of the 
passion, however censurable in all other respects, 
that now engrossed him, I shall here transcribe some 
Btanzaa which he wrote in the course of this journey 
to Romagna, and whicli, though alreadypublished, are 
not comprised in the regular collection of his works. 

* A clerk of the Englibh Consuldte, whom he at diia time 
employ to coatrol bisKcouoti. 
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« River*, that roUeat by the uident walls, 

Where dwells the lady of my love, whcD she 
Wolkfi hy thy brink, and there perchance r^caUfl 
A faint and fleeting memory of me ; 

" What if thy deep and ample Etream should be 
A mirror of my hesn, »liere she may nad 
The thousand thoughts I now betlay to thee. 
Wild as thy wave, and headiong as thy speed I 

" What do I Bay — a mirror of IDy heart? 

Are not thy waters tneeping, dark, and strong ? 
Such SB my fi-elings were and are, thou art ; 
And such as thou art were my passions long. 

" Time may haie somewhat lamed them, — not far em 
Thou overflow'at thy banks, and not for aye 
Thy bosom overboils, congenial river ! 

Thy floods subside, and mine have sunk away. 



" But left long wrecks behind, and noi 

Borne in our old unchanged caret 

Thou tendest wildly onwards to the 

And I — to loving one I should n 



again. 



tlovB 



" The current I behold will sweep beneath 

Her Dative waUs and murmur at her feet ; 
' Her eyes will look on tliee, when she shall breathe 
The twilight air, unharm'd by summer's heat. 

" She will look on thee, — I have look'd on thee. 

Full of that thought ; and, froro that moment, ne'e 
Thy waters could I dream of, name, or see. 
Without the inseparable sigh for her ! 



r 



" Her bright eyes wUl be imaged in thy stream, — 
Tes I tbey will meet the ohtg I gaze on now ; 
Mine caiinoc wiliiess, even in a dream, 
That happy wave repass roe in its flow ! 

" The wave that bears my team returns no more ; 

Will she return by whom that wave shall swcep?- 
Both tread thy backs, both wander on tljy shore, 
I by thy source, she by the dark-blue deep. 

" But that which keepeth us apart is not 

Distance, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth. 



" A Uranger loves tiie lady of tbe land, 

Bom far beyond the mountains, but liia blood 
Ii all meridian, as if never fann'd 

By the black wind that chills the polar flood. 

•' M; bhiod is all meridian ; were it not, 

I had not left my clime, nor should J be. 
In spile of toRures, ne'er to be forgot, 
A slave again of love, — at least of thee. 



'Ti! 



-letm 



pertsb young — 
Live as I lived, and love as 1 have loved ; 
To duit if I return, from dust I sprung. 
And then, at least, my heart can ne'er be ni 



On arriving at Qologna and receiving no further 
intelligence from the ContesEa, he began to be of 
opinion, as we shall perceive in the annexed interest- 
ing letters, that lie should act mast prudently, for all 
partieS] by returning to Venice. 
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fewdaysinBolc^na. lunjustgoingout toaeesights, 
but shuU not present my introductory letters for B 
day or two, till I have run over again the place and 
pictures ; nor perhaps at all, if I find tliat I have 
books and sights enough to do without the inba-- 
bitants. After tliat, I shall return to Venice, where 
you niBy especl me about the eleventh, or perhapc 
sooner. Pray make my thanks acceptable to Men- 
galdo: iTiy respects to the Consuless, and to A& 
Scott. I hope my daughter is well. 

" Ever yours, and truly. 

" P. S. I went over the Ariosto MS. &c &C. 
again at Ferrara, with the castle, and cell, and< 
house, &c. &c 

" One of the Ferrarcse asked me if I knew ' Lord 
Byron,' an acquaintance of his, now at Naples. I 
told him ' No !' which was true both ways ; for I 
knew not the impostor, and in the other, ni 
knows himself. He stared when told that I was 
' the real Simon Pure.' Another asked me if I had 
' Tasso.' You see what fame isE 
' how boundless! I don't know ho# 
others feel, but I am always the lighter and the 
better looked on when I have got rid of tnine ; 
sits on me like armour on the Lord Mayor's cham- 
pion ; and I got rid of all the husk of literature, and 
the attendant babble, by answering, that I had not' 
translated Tasso, but a namesake had ; and bv the 
blessing of Heaven, I looked so little like a poet> thai 
every body believed me." 
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" Bologno, June 7. 181!). 

" Tell Mr. Hobhouse tliat I wrote to him a few 
days ago from Ferrara. It will therefore be itlle in 
him or you to wait for any further answers or returns 
of proofs from Venice, as I have directed that no 
English letters be sent atW me. The publication 
can be proceeded in without, and I am already sick 
of your remarks, to which I think not tlie least 
attention ought to be paid. 

" Tell Mr. Hobhouse that, since I wrote to him, 
I had avaded myself of my Ferrara letters, and 
found the society much younger and better there 
than at Venice. 1 am very much pleased with the 
little the shortness of my stay permitted me to see 
of the GonfaJoniere Count Moiti, and his family and 
friends in general. 

" I have been picture-gazing this morning at the 

famous Domenichinc and Guido, both of which are 

superlative. 1 afterwards went to the beautiful 

\ cemetery of Bologna, beyond the walls, and found, 

I besides the superb burial-ground, an original of a 

Custode, who reminded one of the grave-digger in 

Hamlet. He has a collection of capuchins' skulls, 

labelled on the forehead, and taking down one of 

them, said, ' This was Brother Desiderio Berro, who 

[ died at forty — one of my best friends. I begged 

I fais head of his brethren after his decease, and they 

'eitme. I put it in lime, and then boiled iL Here 

it is, teeth and all, in excellent preservation. He was 

jhe merriestj cleverest fellow I ever knew. Wherever 

VOL. IV. u 
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he went, he brought joy ; and whenever any one was 
melancholy, the sight of him was enough to make 
him cheerful again. He walked so actively, you 
might have taken him for a dancer — he joked — ^he 
laughed — oh I he was such a Frate as I never saw 
before, ndr ever shall again I ' 

<' He told me that he had himself planted all the 
cypresses in the cemetery ; that he had the greatest 
attachment to them and to his dead people; that 
since 1801 they had buried fifty-three thousand 
persons. In showing some older monuments, there 
was that of a Roman girl of twenty, with a bust by 
Bernini. She was a princess Bartorini, dead two 
centuries ago t he said that, on opening her grave, 
they had found her hair complete, and ^ as yellow as 
gold.* Some of the epitaphs at Ferrara pleased me. 
more than the more splendid monuments at Bologna; 
for instance: — 

** Martini Luigi 
Implora pace ; 

** Lucrezia Picini 

Implora etema quiete* 

Can any thing be more full of pathos ? Those £ew 
words say all that can be said or sought : the dead 
had had enough of life ; all they wanted was rest* 
and this they implore ! There is all the helplessness, 
and humble hope, and deathlike prayer, that can 
arise from the grave — < implora pace.'* I hope, 

* Though Lord Byron, like most other persons, in wnt» 
ing to different friends, was sometimes led to repeat the same 
circumstances and thoughts, there is, from the ever readr 



r 
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whoever may survive me, and shall see me put in 
the foreigners' burying-grouud at the Lido, within 
the fortress by the Adriatic, will see those two 
words, and no more, put over me. I trust they 
won't think of ' pickJing, and bringing me home to 
Clod or Blunderbuss Hall.' 1 am sure my bones 
would not rest in an English grave, or my clay mix 
with the earth of that country, I believe the 
thought would drive me mad on my deathbed, 
could I suppose that any of my friends would be base 
enough lo convey my carcass back to your soil. I 
would not even feed your worms, if I could help it. 

" So, as Shakspeare says of Mowbray, the banished 
Duke of Norfolk, who died at Venice (see Richard 11,), 
that he, after fighting 

" ' Againsl bluck PngsDS, Turks, and Saracens, 
And loilsd with norks of war, retired himself 
To Italy, and tliere, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country'9 earth, 
^nd his pure snul unto his captain, Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long.' 

" Before I left Venice, I had returned to you your 
late, and Mr. Hobhouse's sheets of Juan. Don't wait 
for further answers from me, but address yours to 

fertility of his mind, much IcM of sudi repetition in Ilia cor- 
retpondence than in that, perhaps, of any other multifarious 
.ener-wrilcr ; and, in the instance before ub, where the some 
Uca and reflections are, for the second time, introduced, it is 
with such new touches, both of thought and eipreshion, as 
render tbem, even a second time, interesting ; — what is want- 
ing in the novelty of the matter being made up by the no 
upect given to ib 



'W VOTKES CWSBE 

Venee, at vsaL I bov "m**"*; of bj o«b ■ 
■cMi I wij iilwii Ihm ■! ■ B ■ dB7«,«r«atfi 

fOMUae. AW ihinh |w ill !■ ili im 

kA Mr. HoHMff very wdL Hj Jiu^tei 
waa vdl too, Mtd k giiMHig F^^tlf ; 1>^ ^ 
fiw i i^ darfcer, aad her cjn ac Uae^ Her 
per and htr wajrt, Mr. Hafytfr tay*, an 
aawcaaaho-facves: ihewinDab ~ 
a BMiaged4e Toong ladj-. 

** I hare DercT heard ai^ thong of 
Ekictra of MjoeiiK^ Bat ihoe will 
nda)BnBg,e*aaifI ■haaUnot Ihetoaefrj 
a long bAto' 1 hare scribbled 1 

" P.S. Here, as in Greece, they strew floweisM 
the tombs. I taw a quantity cf rose-leaves, and 
entire roses, scattoed orer the graves at Fenara. 
ft bac the mo«t ^eadag effect you can imagiof 



While he i 



jraves at Fenara. 
I can imagine." h 
irresolute at Bo> H 

both here and in t^m 
iDg apDa the late St'H 
o bj opai the imfc-,^^ 
eet m which so mxidh' IH 
lived, I had been hi- ' 



* Hoc WBB, in the fiKmB- cdidm, both here and in ■ 
■iiImijihiiI kOCT, tame pasogcs reflecting npoi 
fiiiiiiii I RoniiDj, whkfa, ia mv Bioaj lo bj opai the imfc-i 
ii^ if Lord Bjmn'i nuDd apoo > subject 
tt Hi bappincB and ijancta see ntvolvcd, I had been hi- 
duod to retain, though awm of the emmeoas imjatsdaa 
under which thcj were writloi ; — the eiidcni morbidness at 
Ihe feeling that dictated the auack, and ihe high, stainle* 
reputation of Uie pcT!u>n assailed, btiitg siiffident, 1 thoughti 
lo neutralise anj ill effects sidi reflections might otherwiis 
have produced. A< I find it, however, to be the opinion of 
s!l those whote npiiiinni 1 ntosl respect, thai, even niib Ihcie 
antidotes, such sn iltack upon such a man ought not lo bt 
left on record, 1 nilUJUsij cipun^e all traceof it fioin tbiw 
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logna, the Countess Guiccioli had been attacked 
with an intermittent fever, the violence of which, 
combining with the absence of a confidential person 
to whom she had been in the habit of intrusting hei 
letters, prevented her from communicating with 
him. At length, anxious to spare hira the disap- 
pointment of finding her so ill on hb arrival, she 
had begun a letter, requesting that he would remain 
at Bologna till the visit to which she looked forward 
should bring her there also ; and was in the act of 
writing, when a friend came in to announce the 
arrival of an English lord in Ravenna. She could 
not doubt for an instant that it washernoblefriend; 
and he had, in fact, notwithstanding his declaration 
to iVIr. Hoppner that it was his intention to return 
to Venice immediately, wholly altered this resolution 
before the letter announcing it was despatched, — 
the following words being written on the outside 
cover: — " I am justsettinp off tor Ravenna, June 8. 
1819. — I changed my mind this morning, and de- 
cided to go on." 

The reader, however, shall have Madame Guic- 
cioli's mvn account of these events, whicli, fortu- 
nately for tlie interest of ray narration, 1 am enabled 



" On my departure from Venice, he had promised 
to come and see me at Ravenna. Dante's tomb, the 
classical pine wood*, the relics of antiquity which 

* '^ Tal qual di retno in tamo %i raccoglic 
Per la pinei» in aul lilo di Chiassi, 
Quindo EdId Sciracco luar disdO|;Uc." 

Danti, Fckq. Canto xiviiL 
M S 



ism 

are to be found in that place, aiForded a Bufficient 
itretext for me to invite him to come, and for him ta 
accept my invitation. He came, in fact, in the 
month of June, arriving at Ravenna on the day of 
the festival of the Corpus Domini ; while I, attacked 
l)y a consumptive complaint, which had its origin 
from the moment of my quitting Venice, appeared 
on the point of death. The arrival of a distinguished 
foreigner at Ravenna, a town bo remote from the 
routes ordbarily followed by travellers, was a 
which gave rise to a good deal of conversatiiw. Hi» 
motives for such a visit became the subject of dis* 
cussion, and these he himself aflcrwards involui 
tarily divulged; for having made some enquiries 
with a view to paymg me a visit, and being tol4 
tliat it was unlikely that he would ever see me agaiiv 
as I was at the point of death, he replied, if such 
were the case, he hoped that he should die also; 
which circumstance, being repeated, revealed the 
object of his journey. Count Guiccioli, having been 
acquainted with Lord Byron at Venice, went t* 
visit him now, and in the hope that bis presence 
might amuse, and be of some use to me in the state 
in which I then found myself, invited him to call 
upon me. He came the day following. It is 
possible to describe the anxiety he showed,— 
delicate attentions that he paid me. For a long time 
he had perpetually medical books in his hands ; a 



Danle himself {5ay» Mr. Carey, in one of the nole» on 
admirable Inuislation of this poet) " perhaps wandered in 
«ix)d during (lis abode with Guido NoTello da Polenta.* 
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not trusting my physiciane, he obtained pennission 
from Count Guiccioli to send for a very clever phy- 
sician, a friend of his, in whom he placed great con- 
fidence. The attentions of Professor Aglietti (for 
eo this celebrated Italian was called), together with 
tranquillity, and the inexpressible happiness which 
I experienced in Lord Byron's society, had so good 
an effect on my health, that only two months after- 
wards I was able to accompany my husband in a 
tour he was obliged to make to visit his various 



• " Pnrtenilo io da Venraia egli promise di venir a vedemU 
a Ravenna. La Tomba di Danle, il c1ii$aico bosco di pini. 
gl! avyanii di antjchild che a Ravenna s trovano davano a me 
ragioni plausibili per inritarlo a venire, ed a lui per accertate 
nnvilo. Egli vennc difatti nel meae Guigno, e giunK a Ra- 
venna nel giomo della SolenniU del Corpus Domini, menUs 
io attaccala da una malaltin da consuniione cli' ebbe prindpio 
dalla mia partenia da Veneiia cm vidna a moiire. L'airivo 
in Ravenna d'un fomtiero diatinlo, in un paese cod lantana 
dalle fitrade che ordinariamente Lengono i viaggiatori em un 
avvenimento del qxiate mollo ci parlava, indagandosene i mo- 
tivi, die inYolontariamGntc poi egli feci conoscere. Ferdie 

dogli risposla ' che non potrebbe vedeitni pii perchs! erovicina 
a iDorire ' — egli ri$(iose che in quel csso voleva moriie e^li 
pure ; la qtial cosa eaaendosi poi ripetata al conohbe cosi I'og- 
getto del suo vjaggio. 

" II Conte Guiccioli riailo Lord Bjrron, essendolo conosriulo 
in Venezia, e nella aperania che Is di lui compagnia potesse 
^■trarmi ed OBeemii di qualdie ^ovamenCo nelio stalu in I'ui 
mi travavft egli Io invild di venire a viaitarmi. II giorna ap- 
■prcBM egli veono. Non ai potrebljero descriiete le cure, ! 
penajeri delicati, quanlo egli fece per me. Per mollo tempo 
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TO MR- lIOPPNEa. 



*' I wrote to you from Padua, and from Bologm 
and since irom Ravenna. I find my situation 
agreeable, but want my liorses very much, there 
being good riding in the environs. I can fix no tit 
for my return to Venice — it may be soon or late 
or not at all — it all depends on the Donna, whom I 
found very seriously in bed with a cough and spitting 
of blood, &c. all of Tvhieh has subsided. I found aQ 
the people here firmly persuaded that she wt 
never recover ; — they were mistafeeo, however. 

" My letters were useful as far as I employed 
tliem ; and 1 like both the place and people, thoagh 
I don't trouble the latter more than I can help. 
S/ie manages very well — but if [ come away with a 
stiletto in my gizzard some fine afternoon, I shall not 
be astonished. 1 can't make Aimout at all — be 
me frequently, and takes me out (like VtTiittington, 
the Lord Mayor) in a coach and six horses. The 
i'act appears to be, tliat he is completely gavtmei 



egli noil ebbe per 
CDtifidandcm nel n 
pcrmesso di far vc 
quale cgli aveva t 
.AgUetU (cosisichi 
uuilafeticitaine^] 
Jjird Byron xei.^\(. 



ire del Profnson 
Qo) la tranquillila, 



fieguire mia manto id 
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by lier — for that matter, so am I.* The people 
here don't know what to make of us, as he had the 
character of jealousy with all his wives — tliis is the 
third. He is the richest of the Ravennese, by their 
own account, but is not popular among them. Now 
do, pray, send off Augustine, and carriage and cattle, 
to Bologna, without fail or delay, or I shall lose my 
remaining shred of senses. Don't forget this. My 
coming, going, and every thing, depend upon heu 
entirely, just as Mrs. Hoppner (to whom I remit my 
reverences) fiaid in tjie true spirit of female pro- 
phecy. 

" You are but a shabby fellow not to have written 
before. And I am truly yours," &c. 



TO MR, MURRAY. 



" The letters have been forwarded frum Venice, 
but I trust that you will not have waited for further 
alterations — 1 will make none. 

. " Thnt this task of " governing" him vts one of more ease 
than, from the ordinary view of tiis character, might he can- 
eluded, I haie more than once, in tiiese pages, eipressed my 
opinion, and aimll here quote, in corrohoration of it, tlie remark 
of his own servant (founded on an observation of more Ihaa 
twenty years), in spealung of hU masler's matrimonial fate : — 
" It is very odd, but I never yet tnew a lidy that could not 
manage my Lord, eicepi my Lady." 
, . " More knowledge," says Johnson, " may lie gained of a 
_ inoD'a real character by a short conversation with cue of his 
•ervants than from Ihe moat foimal and studied oairalive." 
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" I have no time to return you the proofs — pub- 
lish without tliem, I am glnd you think the poefy 
gooH ; and as to ' thinking of the effect,' think t/ou 
of the sate, and leave me to pluck tlie porcupinei 
who may ■point their quills at you. 

" 1 have been here (at Ravenna) these four weeks, 
baiiDg left Venice a month ago ; — I came to see iny 
• Arnica.' the Countess Gulccioli, who has beeo, and 
still coolinues, very unwell. • ■ She is only 
in her seventeenth, but not of a strong constitution. 
She has a perpetual cough and an intermittent fever, 
but bears up most gallantly in every sense of the 
word. Her husband (this is his third wife) is the 
richest noble of Itavenna, and almost of Itamagnat 
he is also not the youngest, being upwards of three- 
score, but in good preservation. All this will appear 
strange to j'ou, who do not understand the meridian 
morality, nor our way of life in auch respects, and I 
cannot at present expound the difference;— but you 
would find it mucii the same in these parts. At 
Faenza there is Lord * • * • with an opera girl ; and 
at the inn in the same town is a Neapolitan Prince, 
who serves the wife of the Gonfaloniere of that city. 
I am on duty here — so you see ' Cosi fen tuUt 6 
tutfc.' 

" I have my horses here, saddk as well as carriagei 
and ride or drive every day in the forest, the Pineta, 
the scene of Boccaccio's novel, and Dryden's fable 0( 
Honoria, &c. &c. ; and 1 see my Dama every day ; 
but I feel seriousl}' uneasy about her health, which 
seems very precarious. In losing her, I should loss 
a being who has run great risks on my account, and 
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om I have every reason to love — but I must not 
think this pos>iible. I do not know what 1 s/tmilildo 
ifghe died, but I ought to blow my brains out — and 
I hope that I should. Her husband is a very polite 
personage, but I wish he would not carry me out in 
his coach and six, like Whittington and his cat, 

" You ask me if I mean to continue D. J, &c. 
How should I know ? What encouragement do you 
give me, all of you, with your nonsensical prudery? 
publish the two Cantos, and then you will see. I 
desired Mr. Kinnaird to speak to you on a litUe 
matter of business ; cither he has not spoken, or you 
have not answered. You are a pretty pair, but I will 
be even wilh you both. I perceive that Mr. Hob- 
house has been challenged by Major Cartwright — 
Is the Major ' so cunning of fence ? ' — why did not 
tliey fight ? — they ought. 

" Yours," &C. 

Lcttbk 334. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" Ravenna, July 2. 1B19. 

" Thanks for your letter and for Madame's. I 
will answer it directly. Will you recollect whether 
I did not consign to you one or two receipts of 
Madame Mocenigo's for house-rent — (I am not 
sure of this, but think I did — if not, they will be in 
my drawers) — and wQl you desire Mr. Dorville* to 
have the goodness to see if Edgecombe has receipts 
to all payments hith^to made by him on my account. 



• The VLce-Consul of fi 
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and that there are no dd^ at Venice? On your 
answer, I shall send order of further remittance ta 
carry on my household expenses, as my present re- 
ttu'n to Venice is very problema.ticaI ; and it may 
happen — but I can say nothing positive — eveiy -d 
thing with rae being indecisive and undecided, ex- I 
cept the disgust which Venice excites when fairly ■ 
compared with any other city in this part of ItalyrT 
When I say Venice, 1 mean the Venetians— 
city itself is superb as its history — but the peoplel 
are what 1 never thought them till they taught mC J 
to think iio. 

" The best way will be to leave AHegra witbfl 
Antonio's spouse till I can decide something abonll 
her and myself — but I thought that you would havt I 

had an answer from Mrs. V r.* You have had] 

bore enough with me and mine already. 

" I greatly fear that the GuiccJoli is going into vl 
consumption, to which her constitution tends, 
it is with every thing and every body for whom I fe 
any thing like a real attachment ; — ' War, death, M 



• An English widow lady, ■ 
north of EDgland, who, havi 
Mr. Hoppner's, tiMV an inlets 
\o family of he 



ifftred 



jtterable pnipertyia 
a tlie little Allegn i 
he poor child's hie, u 
liogt and provide 1^^ 



this little girl, if Lord Byron would ci 

claim to her. At first he seemt^d not disinclined ti 

her viewh — bo far, at least, as giving perraiasion iJiat she 

should take the child with her to England and edueale it; 

but Ihe entire surrender of his paternal authority he would hy 

no means consent to. The proposed arrangement accold* J 

inglj' was never carried into efl'cct. 
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discord, doth lay siege to them.' I never even 
could keep aiive a dog that I liked or that liked me. 
Her symptoms nre obstinate cough of the lungs, and 
occasional fever, Sc. &e. and there are latent causes 
of an eruption in the skin, which she foolishly re- 
pelled into the system two years ago : but I have 
made tlieni send her case to Aglietti ; and have 
begged him to come — if only for a day or two — to 
consult upon her state. 

" If it would not hore Mr. Dorville, I wish he 

would keep an eye on E and on my other 

ragamuffins. I might have more to say, but I am ab- 
sorbed about La Gui. and her illness. I cannot tell 
you the effect it has upon me. 

" The horses came, &c. &c. and I have been gal- 
loping through the pine forest daily. 

" Believe me, &c. 

" P. S. My benediction on Mrs. Hoppner, a plea- 
sant journey among the Bernese tyrants, and safe 
return. You ought to bring back a Platonic Bernese 
for my reformation. If any thing happens to ray 
present Amica, I have done with the passion fur 
ever — it is my last love. As to libertinism, I have 

1 sickened myself of that, as was natural in tlie way I 
Vent on, and I have at least derived that advantage 
from vice, to love in the better sense of the word. 
J14is will be my last adventure— I can hope no 
more to inspire attachment, and I trust never again 
to feel it." 

The impression which, I think, cannot but be 
entertained, firom some passages of these letters, of 
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and ilie most undeserved pmse. Traoscriblng hii 
own words, as well as I could recollect them, at the 
lop of my letter, I added, underneath, " Is ihU the 
way you speak of your triends ? " Not loag after, 
too, when visiting liim at Venice, I remember making 
the same harmless little sneer a subject of raillery 
with him ; but he declared baldly that he had no 
recollection of having ever written such words, and 
that, if they existed, " he must have been half 
asleep when he wrote them." 

1 have mentioned the circumstance merely for the 
purpose of remarking, that with a sensibility vul- 
nerable at so many points as his was, and acted 
upon by an imagination so long practised in self- 
tormentmg, it is only wonderful that, tliinking coa- 
Etontly, as his letters prove him to have been, of 
distant friends, and receiving from few or none 
equal proofs of thoughtfulness in return, he should 
not more frequently have broken out into such 
sullies against the absent and " imreplying." For 
mygelti I can only say that, from the moment 1 
began to unravel his character, tlie most slighting 
and even acrimonious expressions that I could have 
heard tic hiid, in a fit of spleen, uttered against me, 
would have no more altered my opinion of his dis- 
position, nor disturbed my affection for him, than 
the momentary clouding over of a bright slqr couU 
leave an impression on the mind of gloom, after iV 
shadow had passed away. 



D OP LORD BYRON. 



;b336, to MR. MURRAY. 



" Ravenna, August 9. 1819. 

" Talking of blunders reminds me of Ireland — 
Ireland of Moore. What is this I see in Galignani 
about ' Bermuda — agent — deputy — appeal — at- 
tachment,' &c. ? What is the matter ? Is it any 
thing in which his friends can be of use to him ? 
Pray inform me. 

" Of Don Juan I hear nothing further from j/ou ; 
* ■ <*, but the papers don't seem so fierce as the 
letter you sent me seemed to anticipate, by iheir 
extracts at least in Galignani's Messenger. I never 
saw such a set of fellows as you are I And then the 
pains taken to exculpate the modest publisher — he 
remonstrated, forsooth I I will write a preface that 
ahail exculpate you and * * *, &c. completely, on that 
point ; but, at the same time, I will cut you up, like 
gourds. You have no more soul than the Count de 
Caylus, (who assured his friends, on his deatb-bed, 
that he had none, and that he must know better 
than they whether he had one or no,) and no more 
blood than a water-melon 1 And I see tliere hath 
been asterisks, and what Perry used to called 
' domned cutting and slashing' — but, nevermind. 

" I write in haste. To-morrow I set oft' for 
Bologna. I write to you with thunder, lightning, 
&c. and all the winds of heaven whistling through 
my hair, and the racket of preparation to boot. 
' My mistress dear, who hath fed my heart upon 
smiles and wine' for the last two months, set off 
with her husband for Bologna this morning, and it 
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seems ihai I follow liim at three to-morrow morning. 
I cannot tell how our romance will end, but it hath 
gone on hitherto most erotically. Such perils and 
escapes I Juan's are as child's play in comparison. 
Tho fools think that all my poeskie is always allusive 
to my men adventures : 1 have had at one time or 
another better and more extraordinary and periloui 
and pleasant than these, every day of the week, if 
I nii);ht tell them ; but that must never be. 
" I hope Mrs. M. has accouched. 

l.rmii S3T. TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Bologna, August 12. 1819. 

■■ I do not know how far I may be able to reply 
10 your letter, for I am not very well to-day. I^t 
iiij^I 1 went to the representation of Alfieri's Mirra, 
the Iwo last acts of which threw me into con- 
vulsions. I do not mean by that word a lady'i 
hysterics, but the agony of reluctant tears, and the 
cluiking shudder, which I do not often undergo for 
fiction. This is but the second time for any tiling 
untlcr reality : the first was on seeing Kean's Sir 
Giles Overreach. Theworstwas, that the ' Dama'in 
wh(>j« box I was, went off in the same way, 1 really 
believe more from iright than any other sympathy 
— at least with the players: but she bos been ill, anil 
1 havi^ been ill, and we are all languid and pathetic 
this morning, with great expenditure of sal volatile* 
But. 10 return to your letter of the 23d of July. 
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" You are right, Gifford is right, Crabbe is right, 
Hobhouse is right — you are all right, and I am 
all wrong ; but do, pTny, let me have that pleasure. 
Cut me up root and branch ; quarter me in the 
Quarterly ; send round my ' disjecti membra poets,' 
like those of the Levite's concubine ; make me, if 
you will, a spectacle to men and angels ; but don't 
ask me to alter, for I won't; — I am obstinate and 
lazy — and there's the truth. 

" But, nevertheless, I will answer your friend 
P • •, who objects to the quick succession of fun and 
gravity, as if in that case the gravity did not (in 
intention, at least) heighten the fun. His metaphor 
is, that ' we are never scorched and drenched at the 



was that at Mirra ; Ihe actors, and particularly the artress who 
perfaimed the patt of Mirra, wcondcJ with much success the 
intentions of our great dramatitt. Lord Byron took a aCrong 
interest in the representation, and it was evident that ho was 
deeply aiTectL-d. At length there came a point of the peribnn- 

burst into a flood of tears, and, his sobs preventing him from 
remaining any longer in the boi, lie rose aod left the theatre. 
— I saw him similarly affected another tinae during a rcpre- 
■enlation of Alfleri's ' Fhilii>,' at Ravenna." — " Gli attori, e 

bene U m«ite del nortro grande tragico. L. B. prere moli<> 
inleresse alia rappreKntsxione, e u caDasceva she era molto 
coBunossa. Venne un punU) poi della ttsgedta in cui non 
potl pitt freiiare la sua eoiozione, — diede in un diretlo pianto 
e i UD^ouf gi' impedtrouD di pill restare nel palco; ondc 
■i levi, e parti dsl teatro. In uno stato simile to viddl un 
altn. volts a Ravenna ail tma rappmcntaiiotve del Fitippo 
d'AWeri." 

S 3 



M^c tia&' BtoHip flB hit experience I Ask him 
Aut ^aotiaaB afant * KorcUag and drenchbg.' 
Did be Bcra^ pbf M cricket, or w«lk a mile ii 
■vather? Didhenncr^aadbhorteaover him- 
mVm h^idng Ac o^ U kk dvroer, to the great 

ifcM fhiiiiMiliiBT Iiir? r']' 

a the M* at aoami^ with the sun in his ejes and 
CD his head, whidi M the foani of ocean could not 
cool ? Did he nerw draw his fool out of too hot 
water, d — nii^ hit eyes and his valet's ? Did he 
aercr tnndde into a river or lake, fishing, and sit in 
hia wH c)odw« in the boat, or on the bank, after- 
ward* * acorched and drenched,' like a true sports- 
nam ? ' Oh for breath ta utter ! ' — but make him 
lay comfJiments ; he is a clever fellow for alt that 
— a very clever fellow. 

" You ask roe for the plan of Donny Johony 
iatv no plan i I had do plan : but 1 had or have mil- 
terials ; tliaugh if, like Tony Lumpkin, ' I am to be 
snubbed so when 1 am in spirits,' the poem will be 
naught, and the poet turn serious again. If it don't 
take, I vrill leave it off where it is, with all duC- 
respect to the public ; but If continued, it must be 
in my own way. You might as well make Hamlet 
(or Diggory) ' act mad ' in a strait waistco 
trammel my buffoonery, if I am to be a buffoon; 
their gestures and my thoughts would only be piti- 
ably absurd and ludicrously constrained. Why, mant 
the soul of such writing is its licence ; at leart. 
tlie liberty of that ItEenee, if one likes — not that onft 
should abuse it. It is like Trial by Jury and Peer- 
age and the Habeas Corpus— a very fine thin^ 
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but chiefly in the reversion ; because no one wishes 
Ui be tried for the mere pleasure of proving his 
possession of the privilege. 

" But a truce with these reflections. You are too 
earnest and eager about a work never ioteuded to 
be serious. Do you suppose that I could have any 
intention but to giggle and make giggle ? — a play- 
ful satire, with as little poetry as could be helped, 
was what I meant. And as to the indecency, do, 
pray, read in Boswell what Johnson, the sullen 
moralist, says of Prior and Paulo Purgante. 

" Will you get a favour done for me ? You can, 
by your government friends, Croker, Canning, or 
my old schoolfellow Peel, and I can't. Here il is. 
Will you ask them to appoint (witlwut salary or 
emolument) a noble Italian (whom I will name (rfler- 
wards) consul or vice-consul for Ravenna P He is a 
man of very large property, — noble, too ; but he 
wifihes to have a British protection, in case of 
clianges. Ravenna is near the sea. He wants no 
emolument whatever. That his office might be use- 
ful, I know ; as I lately sent off from Ravenna to 
Trieste a poor devil of an English sailor, who had 
remained there sick, sorry, and pennylesa (having 
been set ashore in ISli), from the want of any ac- 
credited agent able or willing to help him home- 
wards. Will you get this done ? If you do, I will 
then send his name and condition, subject, of course, 
to rejection, '\t not approved when known. 

" I know that in the Levant you make consul* 
and vice-consuls, perpetually, of foreigners. This 
nan is a patrician, and has twelve thousand a jear. 
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Hk motive is a British protection in caw of new 
inv&Bions. Pon't you think Croker would do it for 
us ? To be sure, my interest is rare ! ! but, perhaps, 
a brother wit in the Tory line might do a good turn 
at the request of bo harmless and long absent a 
Whig, particularly as tht'rc is no salary or burdat of 
any sort to be annexed to the office. 

" I can assure you, I should look upon it as a great 
obligation; but, alas! that very circumstance may, 
very probably, operate to the contrary — indeed, it 
ought ; but I have, at least, been an luuiest anil an 
open enemy. Amongst your many splendid govera- 
nient connection^ could not you, think you, get our 
Bibulus made a Consul ? or make me one, that I may 
make hira my Vice. You may be assured that, in 
case of accidents in Italy, he would be no feeble 
adjunct — as you would think, if you knew his 
patrimony. 

" What is all this about Tom Moore ? but why do 
I ask? since the state of my own affairs would not 
permit me to be of use to him, though they are 
greatly improved since 1816, and may, with some 
more luck and a little prudence, become quite clear. 
It seems his claimants are American merchants? 
ySere goes Nemesis! Moore abused America. It is 
always thus in the long run ; . — Time, the Avenger. 
You have seen every trampler down, in turn, from 
Buonaparte to the simplest individuals. You saw 
how some were avenged even upon my insignifi- 
cance, and how in turn • • • paid for his atrocity. 
It is an odd world ; but the watch has its mainspring, 
aller all. 



f 



■' So the Prince has been repealing Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald's forfeiture? Ecco mh' sonetto ! 

'• To be the fatlier of Ihe fslhcrleH, 
To stretch the hand from the thjone^s height, and raise 
Hit offipring, who eipired in other daj» 
To make thy sire'a iway by s kingdom less, — 
Thii is to be a monarch, and repress 
EoTf iatD unuUenible prdse. 
DismJM UiJ guard, and trust thee to auch traits. 
For M'ho would lift a hand, except to bless? 

To make thjaelf beloyed? end to be 
Omnipotent by Mercy's means? for thus 
Thy sorerdgnty would grow but more complete, 
A despot thou, and yet thy people free. 
And by the beatt, not band, enslasing us. 

" There, you dogs I there's a sonnet for you : you 
won't have such as that in a hurry from Mr. Fitz- 
gerald. You may puhlish it with my nonie, an' ye 
wool. He deserves all praise, bad and good ; it was 
a very noble piece of principality. Would you lite 
an epigram — a translation ? 

■' If for silver, or for gold, 

Yuu could melt ten thousand pimples 
Into lialf a dozen dimples, 
Then your face we might behold, 

Looking, doubtless, much more snugly. 
Yet ev'n then 'twoiJd be d— d ugly. 



' This was written 
I EulhiercB, I believe. 
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Limu 33S. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Bologna, August 93. 1819. ^ 

" I Bend you a letter to R " • ts, signed Wortley 
Clutterbuck, which yoit may pubHsh in what fonn 
you please, in answer to his article- I have had 
many proofs of men's absurdity, but he beats all in 
folly. Why, the wolf in sheep's clothing has tumbled J 
into the very trap I Well strip him. The letter 'am 
written in great haste, and amidst a thousand ti 
ations. Your letter only came yesterday, so t 
there is no time to polish : the post goes out 
morrow. The date is ' Little Piddlington.' Let J 
■ " * ■ correct the press : he knows and ci 
the handwriting. Continue to keep the a 
about 'Juan;' it helps us to fight against o 
whelming numbers. I have a thousand distraction 
at present ; so excuse haste, and wonder I can ac 
or write at all. Answer by post, as usual. 

" Tours. 

" P. S. If I had had time, and been quieter an 
nearer, 1 would have cut him to hash; but as it ti|l 
you can judge for yourselves." 

The letter to the Reviewer, here mentioned, hadi 
its origin in rather an amusing circumstance, 
the first Canto of Don Juan appeared the fbUowi 
passage : — 

" For fear some prudish readers should grow skittish, 
IVe bribed M; CrandiDDther's Renew, — the Briliah < 
aent it in & letter to the editor. 
Who thsDk'd roe duly by return of post — 
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I'm for a handsome arliele hia creciicor; 

Yet if mj genilfl Muse he please to roast, 
And break b promise after having made it her. 

Denying the receipt of what it co^t. 
And Bmeflr his page with gall instead of honey, 
All I can say is — that he had the money." 

On the appearance of the poem, the learned 
editor of the Review in question allowed himself to 
be decoyed into the ineffable absurdity of taking the 
charge as serious, and, in his succeeding number, 
came forth with on indignant contradiction of it 
To this tempting subject the letter, written so 
hastily off at Bologna, related ; but, though printed 
for Mr. Murray, in a pamphlet consisting of twenty- 
three pageSj it was never published by him.* Being 
valuable, however, as one of the best specimens we 
have of Lord Byron's simple and thoroughly English 
prase, I shall here preserve some extracts from it. 

" TO THE EDITOR OF THE BRITISH REVIEW, 

»' My dear R ts, 

" As a believer in the Church of England — to 
say nothing of the State — I have been an occasional 
reader, and great admirer, though not a subscriber, 
to your Review. But I do not know that any article 
of its contents ever gave me much surprise till the 
eleventh of your late twenty-seventh number made 
its appearance. You have there most manfully re- 
futed a calumnious accusation of bribery and cor- 
ruption, the credence of which in the public mind 

* It appeareil afterwards in the Liberal. 
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might not only have damaged 3'our reputation as a 
der^man and an editor, but, what would have been 
still worse, have injured the circulation ol" your 
journal ; wliidi, I regret to hear, is not so extensive 
as the ' purity (as you well observe) of its, &c. &c.' 
and the present taste for propriety, would induce 
US to expect. Tlie charge itself is of a solcDin na- 
ture; and, although in verse, is couched in terms 
of such circumstantial gravily as to induce a belief 
little short of tliat generally accorded to the thirty- 
nine articles, to which you so generously subscribed 
on taking your degrees. It is a charge the most 
revolting to the heart of man from its frequent 
occurrence ; to the mind of a statesman frDin its 
occasional trutli ; and to the soul of an editor from 
its moral impossibility. You arc charged then in 
the last line of one octave stanza, and the whole 
eight lines of the next, viz, 209th and 210th of the 
first Canto of that ■ pestilent poem,' Don Juan, with 
receiving, and still more foolishly acknowledging, 
the receipt of certain moneys to eulogise the un- 
known author, w!io by this account must be known 
to you, if to nobody else. An impeachment of this 
nature, so seriously made, there is but one way of 
refuting ; and it is my firm persuasion, that whether 
you did or did not (and /believe that you did not) 
receive the said moneys, of which I wish that he 
had specified the sum, you are quite right in denying 
all knowledge of the transaction. If charges of this 
nefarious description are to go forth, sanctioned by 
all the solemnity of circumstance, and guaranteed 
by the veracity of verse (as Counsellor Phillips would 
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■ay), what is to become o£ readers hitherto im- 
plicitly confident in the not lesa veracious prose of 
our critical journals ? what is to become of the re- 
views ; and, if the reviews fail, what is to become of 
the editors ? It is common cause, and you have done 
well to sound the alarm. I myself, in my humble 
sphere, will be one of your echoea. In the words of 
the tragedian Liston, ' I love a row," and you seem 
justly determined to make one. 

" It is barely possible, certainly improbable, that 
the writer might liave been in jest ; but this only 
aggravates his crime. A joke, the proverb says, 
' breaks do bones ;' but it may break a bookseller, or 
it may be the cause of bones being broken. The 
jest is but a bad one at the best for the author, and 
might have been a still worse one for you, if your 
copious contradiction did not certify to all whom it 
may concern your own indignant innocence, and the 
immaculate purity of the British Review. I do not 

doubt your word, my dear R ts, yet I cannot 

help wishing that, in a case of such vital importance, 
it had assumed the more substantial shape of an 
afGdavit aworn before the Lord Mayor Atkins, who 
readily receives any deposition ; and doubtless would 
have brought it in some way as evidence of the de- 
signs of the Reformers to set fire to London, at the 
Mme time that he himself meditates the same good 
f office towards the river Thames, 

" I recollect hearing, soon after the publication, 
L this subject discussed at the tea-table of Mr, • • ■ 
I -the poet, — and Mrs. and the Misses • • • • • being 
I & a corner of the room perusing the proof sheets of 
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Mr. ■ ■ *'g poems, the male part of the coHMnonbM 
were at liberty to make aome observations on the 
poem and passage in question, and there was a 
diffwence of opinion. Some thought the allusion «b3 
to the ' British Critic;' others, tlint by the expres- 
sioa * My Grandmother's Review,' it was intimated 
thu * my grandmother' was not the reader of the 
tvriew. but actually the writer ; thereby insinimting 

wr dear Mr. R ts, that you were sn old woman ; 

bcCMUe, as people often say, ■ Jeffrey's Review,' 
* GtlbnTs Review,' in lieu of Edinbui^h and Quar- 

•irijr.M'Mjr GnmdmotfaN'BReTiew'andR ts'i 

■i^t be dao synonymous. Now, whatever colour 
iftwtBMMMCiaB night derive from the circumstance 
•r jw weara^ a gown, as well as from your time 
itf Ufi^ y>oiir geoenl strie, and various passages of 
yowr writn^s, — I will take upon myself to excul- 
pate you from all susptcioii o£ the kind, and assert, 

wittHxit calling Mrs. R Is m testimony, that it' 

Tver you should be chosoi Pope, you will pass 
tJHrougfa all the previous cerentooiea with as mucli 
CT«£t as any pontiff since the parturition of Joan, 
It is very unfair to judge of sex from writings, par- 
Uculariy frcmi those of the British Review. We arc 
all liable Xo be deceived, and it is an indisputable foci 
that many of the best articles in your journal, which 
were attributed to a veteran female, were actually 
written by you j-ourself, and yet to tins day there 
are people who could never find out the difference. 
But let us return to the more immediate <juestion. 
" I agree with you that it is impossible Lord B> 
«boutd be the author, not only because, as a British 
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peer and a British poet, it would be impracticable 
for him to have rccnursc to such facetious fiction, but 
for some other reaaoDs which you have omitted to 
state. In the first place, his Lordship has no grand- 
mother. Now the author — and we may believe him 
in this — doth expressly state that the ' British' is 
hia ' Grandmother's Review ;' and if, as I think I 
have distinctly proved, this was not a mere figur- 
ative allusion to your supposed intellectual age 
and sex, my dear friend, it follows, whether you be 
she or no, that there is such on elderly lady still 

" Shall I give you what I think a prudent opinion? 
I don't mean to insinuate, God Ibrbid I but if, by 
any accident, there should have been such a cor- 
respondence between you and the unknown author, 
whoever he may be, send him back his money ; I 
dare say he will be very glad to have it again ; it 
can't be much, considering the value of the article 
and the circulation of the journal ; and you arc too 
modest to rate your praise beyond its real worth : — 
don't be angry, I know you won't, at this appraise- 
ment of your powers of eulogy : for on the other 
hand, my dear fellow, depend upon it your abuse is 
worth, not its own weight, that's a feather, hut 
ymr weight in gold. So don't spare it ; if he has 

] bargained for thatt give it handsomely, and depend 

t -upon your doing him a friendly office. 

■' 'What the motives of this writer may have been 

■ fir (as you magnifieently translate his quizzing you) 
' slating, with the particularity which belongs to 
fiict, the forgery of a groundless fiction,' {do, pray, 



d « BotegM akoe. And here, d 
~ ^dted iy tbe Dew feeling tl 
h«d lAai pnwrwinn rfhm, he mpears to h«Te gi 
hnM^iqttdnni^ thi* mierralofsplitudeytoa t 
of meUficholj and tmpasMoned thought, such a 
a time, brought back all the romance of hU v( 
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fill days. That spring of natural tenderness within 
his soul, which neither the world's efforts nor his own 
had been able to chill or choke up, was now, with 
something of its first freshness, set Sowing once more. 
He again knew what it wae to love and be loved, — 
too late, it is true, for happiness, and too wrongly 
for peace, but with devotion enougli, on the part of 
the woman, to satisfy even his thirst for affection, 
and witli a sad eameetncos, on his own, a foreboding 
fidelity, which made him ding but the more paasion- 
ately to this attachment from feeling that it would 
be his last. 

A circumstance which he himself used to mention 
as having occurred at this period will show how over- 
powering, at times, was the rush of melancholy over 
his heart. It was his fancy, during Madame 
Guiccioli's absence from Bologna, to go daily lo her 
house at his usual hour of visiting her, and there, 
causing her apartments to be opened, to sit turning 
over her books, and writing in them. * He would 

>t the cud of the Sib chapter, 
na de» Pensiea de Corinne") 
u an TdUows : — 

" I knew Madame de Slael *cll, — betlet ihan she knew 
Italy, — but 1 little tbought that, one day, I should Udnk with 
her tkmi^li, in Ihe country where she hs.i laid the scene or her 
most attractive productions. She is sometimes right, and o^cn 
wrong, ebout Italy and England -. but almost always true in 
delineating the heart, which is o[ but one nation, and of nu 
country, — or, rather, of all. 
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bne he pa£s«d hours 
m^mmfim^ it ns oh hi mnnoD trf* this kind, 

«(lnlT. ikM Ane t^M saUenl7 into his mind Eucli 
4cMlMt teoe^ Mch ha^Bgs af the misery he might 
laiig M her he Wed, hj thit doon which (as he 
h« hMsdr wnBca) ■Mfat it &ib1 to be loved*" 
Am. ■iiiihifaiil «ilh his on thoughts, be bunt 
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I that be wrote in 
Gvicooli's copy dI 
note: — 



~ SIj J f tiH Tata, — I hvre read this bot^ In 
p««r gardes: — nykw^joa wereibseDt,or elsel 
vmM not Ivre read k. It is « &Tourite book •>( 
fvmn, aad the writa- «« m friend of mine. You 
i Aese Ea^ish words, and otirrs 
■ — «rbidi b the reason I 
hare OM s a a wltJ then ■ Itahan. But you vill 
recG^iu^ the t^d wiilipfc of bim who passiooatd) 
kiTcd you. and nm «3I dkiae that, over a bout 
which w^ yvuBS, be c«nU «nly think of love. In 







that word, beautiful in all languages, but it 
yours — AmoT mio — is comprised my t 
here and hereafter. I feel I exist here, and I fear 
that I Ghall exist hereafter, — to what purpose you 
will decide ; my destiny rests with you, and you are 
a womao, seventeen years of age, and two out of a 
convent. I wish that you had stayed there, with all 
my heart, — or, at least, that I had never met you 

" But all this is too late. I love you, and you 
love me, — at least, you satf so, and act as if you did 
so, which last is a great consolation in all events. 
But /more than love you, and cannot cease to love 
you. 

" Think of me, sometimes, when the Alps and the 
ocean divide us, — but they never will, unless 3'ou 
aisA it. B;nDN. 



LrrTiii339. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" BolagoB, August 24. ]S]9. 

" I wrote to you by last post, enclosing a buiFoon- 
ing letter for publication, addressed to the buffoon 
R — ts, who has thought proper to tie a canister to 
his own tail. It was written olf-hand, and in the 
midst of circumstances not very favL'urahle to face- 
tiousness, so that there may, perhaps, be more bit- 
terness than enough for that sort of small acid punch : 
— you will tell me. 

" Keep the anont/mous, in any case : it helps what 

un there may be. Cut if the matter grow serious 

o 2 
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about Dom Juan, and you feel yoarselfra a Bcrape, 
or me eitlier, own that I am the atdhor. I will never 
ihriiiA; and if ym da, I can always answer you in 
the question of Guatimozin to his minister — each 
being on his own cods.* 

" 1 wish that I had been in better spirits: but I 
am out of sorts, out of nerves, and now and tlien (I 
begin to fear) out of my senses. AU this Italy has 
done for me. and not England: I defy all you; and 
your climate to boot, to make me nnad. But if ever 
I do really become a bedlamite, and wear a strait 
waistcoat, let me be brought back among you ; your 
people will then be proper company. 

" I assure you what 1 here say and feel has nothing 
lo do with England, either in a literary or personal 
point of view. All my present pleasures or plagues 
are as Italian as the opera. And aftier all, they are 
but trifles ; for all this arises from my ' Dama's' 
being in the country for three days (at Capo-fiume). 
But as I could never hve but for one human being 
at a time, (and, I assure you, that one has never been 
myself, as you may know by the consetjuences, for 
the selfish are mtxessfttl in life,) I feel alone and 
unhappy, 

I have sent for my daughter from Venice, and I 
ride daily, and walk in a garden, under a purple 
canopy of grapes, and sit by a fountain, and talk with 
the gardener of his tools, which seem greater than 
Adam's, and with his wife, and with his son's wife, 
who is the youngest of the party, and, I think, talks 

• " Am 1 now reposing on a lied of flowen ? " 
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beat of the three. Then I revisit the Campo Santo, 
and my old friend, the sexton, has two — but one the 
prettiest daughter imaginable ; and I amuse myself 
with contrasting her beautiful and innocent face of 
fifteen with the skulls with which he has peopled 
fieveral cells, and particularly with that of one skull 
dated 17Q6i which was once covered (the tradition 
goes) by the most lovely features of Bologna — noble 
and rich. When I look at these, and at this girl — 
when I think of what they were, aud wliat she must 
be — why, then, my dear Murray, I won't shock you 
by saying what I thiok. It is little matter what 
becomes of us ' bearded men,' but I don't like the 
notion of a beautiful woman's lasting lees than a 
beautiful tree — than her own picture — her own 
shadow, which won't change so to the sun as her 
face to the mirror. I must leave off, for my head 
aches consumedly. I have never been quite well 
since the night of the representation of Alfieri's 
Mirra, a fortnight ago. Yours ever." 

1.11™ 34a TO MR, HURRAY. 

"Bologna, August 29, 1819. 

" I have been in a rage these two days, and am 
still bilious therefrom. You shall hear. A captain 
»f dragoons, • ", Hanoverian by birth, in the Papal 
troops at present, whom I had obligedby aloon when 
nobody would lend him a paul, recommended a horse 
to me, on sale by a Lieutenant * *, an officer who 
unites the sale of cattle to the purchase of men. 1 
fought it- The next day, on shoeing the horse, we 
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was gone, and the weapons at hand, fair and equal. 
Besides, it was just after dinner, when my dtgestioa 
was bad, and 1 don't like to be disturbed, f lis friend 
• " is at Forli ; we shall meet on my way back to | 
Ravenna. The Hanoverian seems the greater rogue V 
oi' the two ; and if my valour does not ooze awayfl 
like Acres's — ■ Odds llints and triggers !' if it shouldfl 
bearainymorning, and my stomach in disorder, there I 
maybe something for the obituary. 

" Now pray, ' Sir Lucius, do not you look upon loem 
as a very ill-used gentleman ?' I send my Lieutenants 
to match Mr. Hobhouse's Major Carlwright : and s»M 
'good morrow toyou, good master Lieutenant.' Witbfl 
regard to other things I will write soon, but I havev 
beenquarrellingand fooling till I can scribblen 

In the month of September, Count Guiccioli, ' 
being called away by business to Ravenna, led his 
young Countess and her lover to the free enjoyment 
of each other's society at Bologna. The lady's DI 
health, which had been the cause of her thus r 
maining behind, was thought, soon after, to require^ 
the still further advantage of a removal to VcniceJ 
and the Count her husband, being written to o 
subject, consented, with the most complaisant r__ 
dinesB, that she should proceed thither in compan^ 
with Lord Ryron. "Some business" (says the lady*** 
own Memoir) « having called Count Guiccioli to 
Ravenna, I was obliged, by the state of my health, 
instead of accompanying him, to return to Venice 
and he consented that Lord Byron should be ll 
companion of my journey. Weleft Bologna o 
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fifteenth of September : we visited the Euganean 
Hills and Arquu, and wrote our names in the book 
which is presented to those who make this piigrim- 
age. But I cannot Unger over these recollections 
of happiness; — the contrast with the present is too 
dreadfiil. If a blessed spirit, while in the full 
enjoyment of heavenly happiness, were sent down 
to this earth to suffer all its miseries, the contrast 
could not be more dreadful between the past and 
the present, than what I have endured from the 
moment when that terrible word reached my ears, 
and I for ever lost the hope of again beholding him, 
one look from whom I valued beyond earth's all 
happiness. When I arrived at Venice, the phy- 
sicians ordered that 1 should try the country air, 
and Lord Byron, having a villa at La Mira, gave it 
up to me, and came to reside there with me. At 
this place we passed the autumn, and there I had 
the pleasure of forming your acquaintance." » 

■ " li Conte Cuiccioli doiera per aShri ritoman! a Ra- 
venna ; lo Btato delta mia salutt tsiggeva che io ritomassi in 
vece a Veneiia. Egli acconBCnti dungue cbe Lord Byron, 
mi tdiae compagno di viaggio. Paitimmo da Bologna alii 15 
di 3'^- — rlsifmnmo inueme i Colli Euganei ed Arqua ; sctl- 

fanno quel pell egrinaggzo. Ma sopra tali rimembranEe di felicity 
non posBO fetmanni, caro Sign^ Moore; I'opposizione col 
prEsente i iroppa forte, e se un Hnima benedelta net pieno 
godimento di lutte le feliciti celesti fosse mandata qUBgEiii 
e condannata a Boppartore tiitta le miscrie dells noslrs lerrs 
non potreLbe sentire pid lerribile contrasto lik il passato ed it 
preMOle di quello ihe io senio daccW quella lertiUile parola * 
gjunu aUs mie orecebie, diccbi bo perduto la spenuua di piii 
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1) vain did she ask to remain in Eome dark corner 
of his mansioa, from which ehe might be able to 
catch a glimpse of his form as he pasi^ed. Her 
betrayer was obdm-ate, and the unfortunate jonng 
lady, in despair at being thus abandoned by him, 
threw herself into the canal, from which she was 
taken out but to be consigned to a mad-house. 
Though convinced that there must be considerable 
exaggeration in this story, it was only nn ray arrival 
at Venice I ascertained that the whole was aronmnce; 
and that out of the circumstances (already laid before 
the reader) connected with Lord Byron's fantastic 
and, it roust be owned, discreditable fancy for the 
Fornarina, this pathetic tale, so implicitly believed 
at Geneva, was fabricated. 

Having parted at Milan, witi) Lord John UusEell, 
whom I liad accompanied A'om England, and whom 
I was to rejoin, after a short visit to Rome, at 
Genoa, I made purchase of a small and (as it soon 
proved) crazy travelling carriage, and proceeded 
alone on my way to Venice. My time being limited, 
I stopped no longer at the intervening places than 
was sufficient to hurry over their respective wonders, 
and, leaving Padua at noon on the 8th of October, I 
found myself, about two o'clock, at the door of my 
friend's villa, at La Mira. He was but just up, and 
in his batli ; but the servant having announced my 
arrival, he returned a message that, if I would wait 
till he was dressed, he would accompany me to 
Venice. Tlie interval I employed in conversing with 
Rty old acquaintance, Fletcher, and in viewing, under 
his guidance, some of the apartments of the villa. 
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which he had shown to be equally inherent in his 
various and prodigally gifted nature ; while, by the 
EOmewhat increased roundness of the contours, the 
resemblance of his finely formed mouth and chin to 
those of tlie Belvedere Apollo had become still 

His breakfast, which I found he rarely took before 
three or foiu: o'clock in the afternoon, was speedily 
despatched, — his habit being to eat it standing, and 
the meal in general consisting of one or two raw eggs, 
a cup of tea without either milk or sugar, and a bit 
of dry biscuit. Before we took our departure, he 
presented me to the Counless Guiccioli, who was at 
this time, as my readers already know, living under 
the same roof with him at La Mira; and who, with 
a style of beauty singular in an Italian, as being 
fair-corn pi exioned and delicate, left an impression 
upon my mind, during this our first short interview, 
of intelligence and amiableness such as all that I have 
since known or heardof her has but served to confirm. 

We now started together, Lord Byron and myself, 
in my little Milanese vehicle, for Fusina, — his 
portly gondoiier Tita, in a rich livery and most re- 
dundant mustachios, having seated himself on the 
front of the carriage, to the no small trial of its 
strength, which had already once given way, even 
under my own weight, between Verona and Vicenza. 
On om" arrival at Fusina, my noble friend, from his 
famUiarity witli all the details of the place, had it in 
his power to save me both trouble and expense in 
the different arrangements relative to the custom- 
house, remise, &c. ; and the good-natured assiduitj' 
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with which he bustled about in deEpatching these 
matters, gave me an opportunity of observing, 
use of the infirm Umb, a much greater degree of 
activity than I )iad ever before, except in Bparrinfti 
witnessed. 

As we proceeded across tlie Lagoon in his 
dola, the sun was just setting, and it was an ev( 
such OS Romance would have chosen for a first sight 
of Venice, rising " with her tiara of bright towers" 
above the wave; while, to complete, as might be 
imagined, the solemn IntercBl of the scene, I beheld 
it in company with him who had lately given a new 
life to its glories, and sung of that fair City of the 
Sea thus grandly : — 

" I stood in Venice on Ihe Bridge of Sighs; 
A palace and a priaon on eacb huid : 



O'er the far umes, when msny a subject land 
I«ok'd to the winged lien's marble piles. 
Where Venice sat in stale, throned in her hundred isles." 

But, whatever emotions the first sight of such » 
scene might, under other circumstances, have in- 
spired me with, the mood of mind in which I nov 
viewed it was altogether the very reverse of wbal 
might have been expected. The exuberant gaiety of 
my companion, and the recollections, — any thing but 
romantic, — into which our conversation wandered, 
put at once completely to £ight all poetical and his- 
torical associations ; and our course was, I ani almoA 
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ashamed to say, one of uninterrupted merriment and 
laughter till we found ourselves at the steps of my 
friend's palazzo on the Grand Canal. All that had 
ever happened, of gay or ridiculous, during our 
London life together, — his scrapes and mylectur- 
ings, — our joint adventures with the Bores and 
Blues, the two great enemies, as he always called 
them, of London happiness, — our joyous nights to- 
gether at Watier's, Kinnaird's, &c. and " that d — d 
supper of Rancliffe'a which ought to have been a 
dinner," — all was passed rapidly in review between 
us, and with a flow of humour and hilarity, on his 
side, of which it would have been difGcult, even for 
persons far graver than I con pretend to be, not to 
have caught the contagion. 

He had all along expressed his determination that 
I should not go to any Jiotcl, but fix my quarters at 
his house during the period of my stay; and, had he 
been residing there himself, such an arrangement 
would have been all that I most desired. But, this 
not being the case, a common hotel was, I thought, 
a far readier resource ; and I therefore entreated 
that he would allow me to order an apartment at the 
Gran Bretagna, which had the reputation, I under' 
stood, of being a comfortable hotel. This, however, he 
would not hear of ; and, as an inducement for me to 
agree to liis plan, said that, as long as I chose to stay, 
though he should be obliged to return to La Mira in 
the evenings, he would make it a point to come to 
Venice every day and dine witl. nie. As we noiv 
turned into the dismal canal, and stopped before his 
damp-looking mansion, my predilection for the Gran 



NOTICES OF THE 1810. 

Bretons returned in full force ; and I agun ven- 
tured to hint that it voulil save an abundance of 
trouble to let me proceed tliither. But " No — no," 
he answered, — " I see you think you'll be very un- 
comfortable here ; but you'll find that it is not quite 
so bad as you expect." 

As 1 groped niy way after him through the dark 
hall, he cried out, " Keep clear of the dog;" and 
before we had proceeded many paces farther, " Take 
care, or that monkey will fly at you ;" — a curious 
proof, among many others, of his fidelity to all the 
tastes of his youth, as it agrees perfectly with the 
description of his life at Newstead, in 1S09, and of 
the sort of menagerie which his visiters had then to 
encounter in their progress through his hall. Having 
escopedthesedanger^Ifallowedhimup the staircase 
to the apartment destined for me. All this time he 
had been despatching servants in various directions, 
— one, to procure me a laqtiais de place ; another to 
go in quest of Mr. Alexander Scott, to whom he 
wished to give me in charge ; while a third was sent 
to order his Segretario to come to him. " So, then, 
you keep a Secretary ? " I said. " Yes," he answer- 
ed, "a fellow who ran'/ wn'te* — but such are tlie 
names these pompous people give to things.'' 

When we had reached the door of the apartment 
it was discovered to be locked, and, to all appear- 
ance, had been so for some time, as the key could 
not be found; — a circumstance which, to mj 
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English apprehension, naturally connGcled itself 
with notions of damp and desolation, and I agoio 
sighud inwardly for the Gran Bretagna. Impatient 
at the delay of the key, my noble host, with one of 
his humorous maledictions, gave a vigorous kick to 
the door and burst it open ; on which we at once 
entered into an apartment not only spacious and 
elegant, but wearing an aspect of comfort and habit- 
abieness whicli to a traveller's eye is as welcome as it 
is rare. " Here," he said, in a voice whose every tone 
spoke kindness and hospitality, — " these ate the 
rooms I use myself, and here I mean to establish 
you." 

He had ordered dinner from some Tratteria, and 
while waiting its arrival — as well as that of Mr. 
Alexander Scott, whom he had invited to join us — 
we stood out ou tlie balcony, in order that, before 
the daylight was quite gone, I might have some 
glimpses of the scene wliich the Canal presented. 
Happening to remark, in looking up at the clouds, 
which were still bright in the west, that " what had 
struck me in Italian sunsets was that peculiar rosy 

hue " I had hardly pronounced the word 

" rosy," when Lord Byron, cbpping his hand on my 
mouth, said, with a laugh, " Come, d — n it, Tom, 
don't be poetical," Among the few gondolas passing 
at the time, there was one at some dist&nce, in 
which sat two gentlemen, who had the appearance 
of being English ; and, observing them to look our 
way, Lord Byron putting his arms a-kimbo, said 
with a sort of comic swagger, "Ah! if you, John 

VOL. IV. p 



Bulls, knew who the two fellows are, now standu 
up here, I think you would stare I " — I risk n 
ttoniiig these things, though aware how they n 
be turned against myself, for the sake of the o " 
wise indescribable traits of manner and char 
which they convey. After a very agreeable dinnn 
through wliicli the jest, the story, and the I 
were almost uninterruptedly carried on, our i 
host took leave of us to return to La Mira, whi 
Mr. Scott and I went to one of the theatres, to 
Ihe Ottavia of Alfieri. 

The ensuing evenings, during my stay, were \ 
ed much in the same manner, — my mornings b 
devoted, under the kind superintendence of S 
Scott, to a hasty, and, I fear, unprofitable v 
tlie treasures of art with which Venice abounds. C 
tlie subjects of painting and sculpture Lord Bjron 
has, in several of his letters, expressed strongly and, 
as to most persons will appear, hereticaJly hie 
opinions. In his want, however, of a due appreci- 
ation of these arts, he but resembled some of his 
great precursors in the field of poetry; — boifi 
Tasso and Milton, for examjiJe, having evinced so 
little tendency to such tastes*, that, throughout the 

• That iJua ws 
RichardsoQ, v\to 

warmly la make such an admission upon any bi 
grounds. " He does not appear," saya this writer, " 
much regarded what was done with the pencil ; no, ti 
when in Italy, in Rome, in the Va^can. Neither 
leera Sculplure was much tsieemed by fiim." After ai 
rity like this, Ihc theories of Ilpyley and others, with 
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whole of their pages, there is not, I fear, one single 
allusion to any of thoae great masters of the pencil 
and chisel, whose works, nevortheless, both had 
seen. That Lord Byron, though despising the im- 
posture and jargon with which the worship of the 
Arts is, like other worships, clogged and mystified, 
felt deeply, more especially in sculpture, whatever 
imaged forth true grace and energy, appears from 
passages of his poetry, which are in every body's 
memory, and not a line of which but thrills alive 
with a sense of grandeur and beauty such as it 
never entered into the capacity of a mere connois- 
seur even to conceive. 

In reference to this subject, as we were convers- 
ing one day after dinner about the various collec- 
tions I had visited that morning, on my saying that 
fearful as I was, at all times, of praising any picture, 
lest I should draw upon myself the connoisseur's 
sneer for my pains, I would yet, to him, venture to 

own that I had seen a picture at Milan which 

*' The Hagar ! " he exclaimed, eagerly interrupting 
me ; and it was in fact this very picture I was 
about to mention as having wakened in me, by 
the truth of its expression, more real emotion than 



U the impressions left upon Milton's mind by the works of 
ut he had Bc«n in Italy, are hardly worth a, tlioughL 

Though it may be conceded that Dante was on admirer nf 
Ibe Arts, hU recommendation of the Apocalypse to Giotto, ns 
a source of subjects for the pencil, shovs, at least, what indif- 
ferent judges poets arc, in general, of Ihasort of fimdes fittest 
lo be embodied by the painter. 



ad yet seen among the di>e&-d'<Hine 
It was with DO small degree of piide m 
I now (li&ooTered that my uflUe fiiend h 
fUtequaUjr with mjself the affecting mixUireofM 
IW* Md rtffnmA widi whidi the woman's eyes ti 
ite whole slaty n that picture. 

Oa Ae wtdmd ereoBig of aay stay. Lord Byn 
tei^l^ ac Wok, IcA us &r La Mira, I most n 
il^|j^ K CTplied Ae oftr of Mr. Scatt to introdta 
~ ni rf tbe two celebrated If " 
s of VenetiaD fasbioa 
Ibw W wnMt to bdf ham Bade every body acqnsin 
wL T* dte Coniesa A • •'■ parties Lord Byn 
tal «ka(^ caalMted Uaadf dming the fint w 
W fHavdl as Vcokk; b^ Ae bwe of cooversatii 
^ much too learned I 
b be wat wihieB^ the following year, I 
e ac tbem, and chose, i 
i, ibe ieoa ovdtew but more easy, Bocie^ 
. Ofteacrt of learning BO 
«^ea dw played by tbe ■■ Uk' visitaiits at Mac 
A ■ ■'% > cirfimwtancc Bcntkned by the i 
y afford MHae idea. ^ 
; to turn, one er^Mg, opon the statue ' 
Wadiii^toci, by Ca&ova, lAiA had been just siaf 
ped off for the Uoited SMo, Madame A • ~ 
who was then engaged in cnopiliDg a DescriptuM 
Raisoimee of Canova's works, and was anxious & 
information respecting the subject of this statue, n 
qnestedthat some of her learned guests would d 
tu her all they knew of him. This task a Signor * 
tfltiihor of a book on Geography and Statistics) to- 



J, LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 213 

dertocJc to pBrform, and, aSier Bome other equally 
Gage and authentic details, concluded by mforming 
her that " Washington was killed in a duel by 
Burke." — "What," exclaimed Lord Byron, as he 
Btood biting his lips with impatience during this con- 
versation, " what, in the name of folly, are yoti all 
thinking of?" —for he now recoUedted the famous 
duel between Hamilton and Colonel Burr, whom, it 
was evident, this learned worthy had confounded 
with Washington and Burke ! 

In addition to the motives easily conceivable for 
exchanging such a society for one that offered, at 
least, repose from such erudite efforts, there was also 
another cause more immediately leading to the dis- 
continuance of his visits to Madame A • *. This 
lady, who has been sometimes honoured with the 
title of " The De Stael of Italy," had written a book 
called " Portraits," containing sketches of the cha- 
racters of various persons of note ; and it being her 
intention to introduce Lord Byron into this assem- 
blage, she had it intimated to his Lordship that an 
article in which his portraiture had been attempted 
was to appear in a new edition she was about to pub- 
lish of her work. It was expected, of course, that 
this intimation would awaken in him some desire to 
see the sketch ; but, on the contrary, he was provok- 
ing enough not to manifest the least symptoms of 
curiosity. Again and again was the same hint, with 
SB little success, conveyed ; till, at length, on finding 
that no impression could be produced in this manner, 
s direct offer was made, in Madame A ■ *'a own 
naniet to submit the article to his perusal. He 
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could now contain himself no longer. With n 
■inccrity tlinn poliieness, he returned for aaswa l| 
the lady, that he was by no means ambitious of a 
pMiing in her work ; that, from the shortness, 4 
well M the distant nature of their acquaintajicct i 
Wtt JK^wsiWe die coi^d have qualified herself 1i 
b* Ut poftnit-|Munter, and that, in short, she ci 
~ n by o 




• oflKd 

esoUnkMbopected from 
b the discnoMM^ aiceness of 
Hie foUowiag m 



• • nv ddM le moDde encore ignmr fe mm ^m, 
bpril mysltrieui. Model, Aogt, mn Mmm, 
Om ^H til MHs, Byron, ban ou t^ ilaJ 
Xume de lea concelig U uuvmge Iim^vm.* 

" r« would be to little purpose to dwell apoo tlie 
were beauty of a countenance in whidi the espres- 
(ion of an extraordinary mind was so conspicuous. 
What serenity was seated on the StrAeai, adorned 
with the 6nest chestnut hair, li^t, curb^, and dis- 
posed with such art, that the art was hidden in the 
imilation of most pleasing nature ! What varieii 
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expression in his eyes ! They were of the azure 
colour of the hcavensi from which they seemed to 
derive their origin. His teeth, in form, in colour, 
in transparency, resembled pearls ; but his cheeks 
were too delicately tinged with the hue of the pale 
rose. His neck, which he was in the habit of keep- 
ing uncovered as much as the usages of society per- 
mitted, seemed to have been formed in a mould, and 
was very white. Hie hands were as beautiful as if 
theyhad been the works of art. His figure left nothing 
to be desired, particularly by those who found rather 
a grace than a defect in a certain light and gentle 
undulation of the person when he entered a room, 
aad of which you hardly felt tempted to enquire 
the cause. Indeed it was scarcely perceptible, — 
the clothes he wore were so long. 

" He was never seen to walk through the streets 
of Venice, nor along the pleasant banks of the Brenta, 
where he spent some weeks of the summer ; and 
there are some who assert that he has never seen, 
excepting from a window, the wonders of the ' Piazza 
di San Marco ; ' — so powerful in him was the desire 
of not showing himself to be deformed in any part 
of his person. I, however, believe that he has often 
gazed on those wonders, but in the late and solitary 
hour, when the stupendous edifices which sur- 
rounded him, illuminated by the soft and placid 
light of the moon, appeared a thousand times more 
lovely. 

" His face appeared tranquil like the ocean on a 
fine spring morning ; but, like it, in an instant be- 
came changed into the tempestuous and terrible, if 
p 4 



a passion, (a passion did 1 say ?) a thonght, a wor4 
occurred to disturb his mind. His eyes then \t 
all their sweetness, and sparkled so that it 1 
difficult to look on them. So rapid a change wi 
not have been thought possible ; but it n-as im 
Bible to avoid ackoowledging thai the natural s 
of hb mind was the tempestuous. 

" What delighted him greatly one day annoyeill 
him the next ; and whenever he appeared t 
in the practice of any habits, it arose merely froii* 
the iodifierence, not to say contempt, in which he 
held them all : whatever they might be, they w 
not worthy that he should occupy hig thoughts w 
them. His heart was highly sensitive, and sufierel 
itself to be governed in an extraordinary degree by 
sympathy ; but his imagination carried him awaj, 
and spoiled every thing. He believed in presagta, 
and delighted in the recollection that he held L ~ 
belief in common with Napoleon. It appeared thaC 
in proportion as his intellectual education was culd' 
vated, his moral education was neglected, and tlat 
he never suffered himself to know or observe olhi 
restraints than those imposed by his inclinatiow 
Nevertheless, who could believe that he had a 
Slant, and almost infantine timidity, of which the. 
evidences were so apparent as to render itse: 
indisputable, notwithstanding the difficulty experi- 
enced in associating with Lord Byron a s 
which had the appearance of modesty? Consctous 
as ho was that, wherever he presented himself, aH, 
^yes were 6xed on him, and all lips, particulflri](| 
those of tlie women, were opened to say, * There hi 
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i, that U Lord Byron,' — he necessarily found him- 
self in the situation of an actor obliged to Gustaia a 
character, and to render an account, nut to others 
(for about them he gave himself no concern), but to 
himself, of hia every action and word. This occa- 
sioned him a feeling of uneasiness which was obvious 

"He remarked on a certain subject(which in 1814 
was the topic of universal discourse) that ' the world 
was worth neither the trouble taken in its conquest, 
nor the regret felt at its loss,' which saying (if the 
worth of an expression could ever equal that of many 
and great actions) would almost show the thoughts 
and feelings of Lord Byron to be more stupendous 
and unmeasured than those of him respecting whom 
he spoke. 

" Hisgymnastic exercises were sometimes violent, 
and at others almost nothing. His body, like his 
spirit, readily accommodated itself to all his inclina- 
tions. During an entire winter, he went out every 
morning alone to row himself to the island of Arme- 
nians, (a small island situated in the midst of a tran- 
quil lake, and distant from Venice about half a 
league,) to enjoy the society of those learned and 
hospitable monks, and to learn their difficult lan- 
guage ; and, in the evening, entering again into his 
gondola, he went, but only for a couple of hours, 
into company. A second winter, whenever the 
water of the lake was violently agitated, he was 
observed to cross it, and landing on the nearest terra 
fitma, to fatigue at least two horses with riding. 

" No one ever heard hira utter a word of Freqch, 
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bat nthei 

than to the cntin 

d Ih ; a*dhe {Mcferred feh 
I, that the latter. 
He diiliked te^ng 
M ortbic extraordiDan- an- 
bc MM^ m ifae iread be alvsjs had, 
B Ik loved to cfaerish ot' their perleo- 
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" Lord Byron disliked his countrymen, but only ' 

because he knew that his morals were held in con- I 
tempt by them. The English, themselves rigid 

observers of family duties, could not pardon him the I 

neglect of his, nor his tramplbg on principles; there j 
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fore neither did he like being presenled to them, nor 
did they, especially wheD tliey had their wives with 
them, like to cultivatehia acquaintance. Still there 
was a strong desire in dl of them to see him, and 
the women in particular, who did not dare to look 
at him but by etealth, said in an under voice, ' What 
a pity it is [ ' If, however, any of Iiis compatriots 
of exalted rank and of high reputation came forward 
to treat him with courtesy, he showed himself 
obviously flattered by it, and was greatly pleased 
with such association. It seemed that to the wound 
which remained always open in his ulcerated heart 
such soothing attentions were as drops of healing 
balm, which comforted him. 

" Speaking of his marriage, — a delicate subject, 
but one still agreeable to him, if it was treated in a 
friendly voice, — he was greatly moved, and said it 
had been the innocent cause of all his errors and all 
his ^iefs. Of his wife he spoke with much respect 
and afTection. He said she was an illustrious lady, 
distinguished for the qualities of her heart and un- 
derstanding, and that all the fault of their cruel 
separation lay with himself. Now, was such lan- 
guage dictated by justice or by vanity ? Does it 
not bring to mind the saying of Julius, that the wife 
of Csesar must not even be suspected ? What vanity 
in that saying of Cxsar I In fact, if it had not been 
from vanity, Lord Byron would have admitted this 
to no one. Of his young daughter, his dear Adtt, 
he spoke with great tenderness, and seemed to be 
pleased at the great sacrifice he had made in leaving 
her to comfort her mother. The intense hatred he 
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I could soon collect, from t!)e tone held respecting 
his conduct at Madame B ' » *'s, how subversive of 
all the morality of intrigue they considered the late 
step of which he had been guilty in withdrawing his 
acknowledged " Arnica" from the protection of her 
husband, and placing her, at once, under the same 
roof with himself. " You must really (said the 
hostess herself to me) scold your friend ; — till this 
unfortunate affair, he conducted himself m well ! " — 
a eulogy on his previous moral conduct which, when 
I reported it the following day to my noble host, 
provoked at once a smile and sigh from his lips. 

The chief subject of our conversation, when alone, 
was his marriage, and the load of obloquy which it 
had brought upon him. He was most anxious to 
know the worst that had been alleged of his con- 
duct; and as this was our first opportunity of speak- 
ing together on the suhject, I did not hesitat« to 
put his candour most gcarchingly to the proof, not 
only by enumerating the various charges I had 
heard brought against him by others, but by specify- 
ing such portions of these charges as I had been 
inclined to think not incredible myself. To all tliis 
he listened with patience, and answered with the 
most unhesitating frankness, laughing to scorn the 
talcs of unmanly outrage related of him, but, at the 
same time, acknowledging that there had been in his 
conduct but too much to blame and regret, and 
stating one or two occasions, during his domestic life, 
when he had been irritated into letting " the breath 
of bitter words" escape him, — words, rather those 
of the unquiet spirit that possessed him than his 
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9. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 229 

bitterness towarfis them, which he has expressed in 
a note to one of his poems, on the occasion of some 
unfounded remark made upon him by an anonymous 
traveller in Italy ; and it certainly appears well cal- 
culated to foster that cynicism which prevails in his 
latter works more particularly, and which, as well as 
the misanthropical expressions that occur in those 
which first raised his reputation, I do not believe to 
have been his natural feeling. Of this I am certain, 
that I never witnessed greater kindness than in Lord 
Byron. 

" The inmates of his family were all extremely 
attached to him, and would have endured any thing 
on his account. He was indeed culpably lenient to 
them ; for even when instances occurred of tlieir 
neglecting their duty, or taking an undue advantage 
of his good-nature, he rather bantered than spoke 
seriously to them upon it, and could not bring him- 
self to discharge them, even when he had threatened 
to do so. An instance occurred within my knowledge 
of his unwillingness to act harshly towards a trades- 
man whom he had materially assisted, not only by 
lending him money, but by forwarding his interest in 
every way tliat he could. Notwithstanding repeated 
acts of kindness on Lord Byron's part, this man 
robbed and cheated him in the most barefaced man- 
ner; and when at length Lord Byron was induced to 
sue him at law for the recovery of his money, the 
only punishment he inflicted upon him, when sen- 
tence against him was passed, was to put him in pri- 
son for one week, and then to let him out again. 
« 3 
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although his debtor had subjected him to a consider- 
able additional expense, by dragging him into all the 
diSerent courts of appeal, and that he never at last 
recovered one halfpenny of the money owed to him. 
Upon this subject he writes to me from Ravenna, 
■ If * * is tH (prison), let him out; if out, put him in 
for a week, merely for a lesson, and give him a good 
lecture.' 

" He was also ever ready to assist the distressed, 
and he was most unostentatious in his charities: for 
besides considerable sums which he gave away lo 
applicants at his own house, he contributed laigely 
by weekly and monthly allowances to persons whom 
he hod never seen, and who, as the money reached 
them by other hands, did not even know who was 
their benefactor. One or two instances might be 
adduced where his charity certainly bore an appear- 
ance of ostentation ; one particularly, when he seol 
fifty louis dor to a poor printer whose house had 
been burnt to the ground, and all his property de- 
stroyed ; but even this was not unattended with ad- 
vantage ; for it in a manner compelled the Austrian 
authorities to do something for the poor sufferer, 
which I have no hesitation in saying they would 
not have done otherwise ; and I attribute it entirely 
to the publicity of his donation, that they allowed 
the man the use of an unoccupied house belonging 
to the government until he could rebuild his own, 
or re-establish his business elsewhere. Other in- 
stances might be perhaps discovered where his 
liberalities proceeded from selfish, and not very 
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worthy motives* ; but these are rare, and it would 
be unjust in the extreme to asBUme them as proofs 
of his character." 

It has been already mentioned that, in writing to 
my noble friend to announce ray coming, I had ex- 
pressed a hope that he would be able to go on with 
me to Rome ; and I had tl)e gratification of finding, 
on my arrival, that he was fully prepared to enter 
into this plan. On becoming acquainted, however, 
with all the details of his present situation, I so far 
sacrificed my own wishes and pleasure as to advise 
strongly that he should remam at La Mira. In the 
first place, I saw reason to apprehend that his leav- 
ing Madame Guiccioli at this crisis might be the 
means of drawing upon him the suspicion of neglect- 
ing, if not actually deserting, a young person who 
had just sacrificed bo much to her devotion for him, 
and whose position, at this moment, between the 
Count and Lord Byron, it required all the generous 
prudence of the latter to shield from shame or fall. 
There had just occurred too, as it appeared to me, 
a most favourable opening for the retrieval of, at 
least, the imprudent part of the transaction, by re- 
placing the lady instantly under her husband's pro- 
tection, and thus enabling her still to retain that 
station in society which, in such society, nothing 
but such imprudence could have endangered. 

This latter Impe had been suggested by a letter he 

* The writer here, no doubt, alludes (o such questianabls 
liberalise* at those exercised towards the husbands of his two 
farouriles, Madame S ' * and the Famarioa. 



uQe day showed me, (aswe were dining tt^ether alonqr 
at the well-known Pellegrino,} which had that mon*. 
ing been received by the Contessa from lier husban^i 
and the chief object of which was — tioCto e 
any censure of her conduct, but to suggest that d 
should prevail upon her noble admirer to transft( 
into his keeping a eutn of 1000/., which was thcQ 
lying, if 1 remember right, in the hands of L 
Byron's banker at Ravenna, but which the worthy 
Count professed to think would be more advant^Br' 
ously placed in his own. Security, the writer adde^ 
would be given, and five per cent, interest allonedf 
as to accept of the sum on any other terms he shouw 
hold to be an " awilimento" to him. Though, a^ 
regarded the lady herself, who hag since proved, hf 
a most noble sacrifice, how perfectly disinterestea 
were her feelings throughout*, this trait of B< 

• The circumstance here alluded to may be mo5i clearij; 
lierha|is, communicaled to mj readeis Ilirougli the medium oE 
the rollDwingeilract from a letter which Mr. Barry (the ii 
and banter of Lord Byron) did me the favour of addi'es9ii( 
to me, soon after his Lordship's deatli ; — " When Lord BjmV 
went to Greece, he gave me orders to adrance □ 
Madame G " • ; but that lady would never consent t 
any. liia Lordship liad also told me that he meant to leave H 
will in my hands, and Ibat there would be a bequest in il 
IO,000f. to Madame G * •, He mentioned thia eirciraista 
also to Lord Blessington. When the melancholy news of 
deotli reached me, I took for granted that this will would be 
found among the sealed papers he had left with me; but (here 
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opposite a character in her lord must have still 
further increased her disgust at returning to him, 
yet so important did it seem, as well for her friend's 
sake as her own, to retrace, while there wag yet 
time, their last imprudent step, that even the sacri- 
fice of this sum, which I saw would materially facili- 
tate such an arrangement, did Dot appear to me by 
any means too high a price to pay for iL On this 
point, however, my noble friend entirely differed 
with me ; and nothing could be more humorous 
and amusing than the manner in which, in his 
newly assumed character of a lover of money, he 
dilated on the many virtues of a thousand pounds, 
and his determination not to part with a single one 
of them to Count Guiccioli. Of his conlidence, too, 
in his own power of extricating himself Irora this 
difficulty he spoke with equal gaiety and humour ; 
and Mr. Scott, who joined our party after dinner, 
having taken the same view of the subject as I did, 
he laid a wager of two sequins with that gentleman, 
that, without any such disbursement, he would yet 
bring all right again, and " save the lady and the 
money too," 
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It is indeed, certain, that he had at this time 
taken up the whhn (for it hardly deserves a more 
serious name) of minute and constant watchfulness 
over hie expenditure; and, as most usually happens, 
it was with the increase of his means that this in- 
creased sense of the value of money came. The 
first symptom I saw of this new fancy of his wag 
the exceeding joy which he manifested on my pre- 
senting to him a rouleau of twenty Napoleons, which 
Lord K * * d, to whom he had, on some occasion, 
lent that sum, had intrusted me with, at Milan, to 
deliver into his hands. With the most joyous and 
divertiog eagerness, he tore open the paper, and, in 
counting over the sura, stopped frequently to con- 
gratulate himself on the recovery of it. 

Of his household frugalities I speak but on the 
authority of others ; but it is not difficult to conceive 
tliat, with a restless spirit like his, which delighted 
always in having something to contend with, and 
which, but a short time befi»re, " for want," as he 
said, " of something craggy to break upon," had 
tortured itself with the study of the Armenian 
language, he should, in default of all better excite- 
ment, find a sort of stir and amusement in the task 
of contesting, inch by inch, every encroachment of 
expense, and endeavouring to suppress what lie 
himself calls 



In truth, his constant recurrence to the praise 
of avarice in Don Juan, and the humorous zest with 
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which he delights to dwell on it, shows how new- 
fangled, as well as how lar from serious, was his 
adoption of this " good old-gentlemanly vice." In 
the same spirit he had, a short time before my arrival 
at Venice, established a hoarding-box, with a slit in 
the lid, into which he occasionally put sequins, and, 
at stated periods, opened it to contemplate his 
treasures. His own ascetic style of living enabled 
him, as iar as himself was concerned, to gratify this 
taste for economy in no ordinary degree, — his 
daily bill of fare, when the Margarita was his com- 
panion, consisting, I have been assured, of but four 
beccafichi, of which the Fomarina eat three, leaving 
even him hungry. 

Tliat his parsimony, however (if this new phasis 
of his ever-shifting character is to be called by such 
a name), was very far from being of that tind which 
Bacon condemns, as " withholding men from works 
of liberality," is apparent from all that it: known of 
his munificence, at this very period, — some par- 
ticulars of which, from a most authentic source, 
have just been cited, proving amply that while, for 
the indulgence of a whim, he kept one hand closed, 
he gave free course to his generous nature by dis- 
pensing lavishly from the other. It should be re- 
membered, too, that as long as money shall continue 
to be one of the great sources of power, so long wQI 
they who seek influence over their fellow-men attach 
value to it as an instrument ; and the more lowly 
they are inclined to estimate the disinterestedness 
of the human heart, the more available and precious 
will they consider the talisman that gives such 
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power over it. Hence, certauilyi it is not among 
those who have thought highest of mankind that 
tlie disposition to avarice has most geoerallj' dis- 
played itself- In Swift the love of money was strong 
and avowed ; and to Voltaire the same propensity 
was also frequently imputed,— on about as sufBcieot 
grounds, perhaps, as to Lord Byron. 

On the day preceding that of my departure from 
Venice, my noble host, on arriving from La Mira to 
dinner, told me, with all the glee of a schoolboy who 
had been just granted a holiday, tliat, as this was my 
last evening, the ConteEsa had given him leave to 
" make a night of it," and that accordingly he would 
not only accompany me to the opera, but we should 
cup together at some cafe (as in the old times) after- 
words. Observing a volume in his gondola, with a 
number of paper marks between the leaves, I en- 
quired of him what it was ? — " Only a book," he J 
answered. " from which I am trymg to crib, a 
wherever I can*; — and that's the way I get ihel 
character of an original poet." On taking it up ai 
looking into it, I exclaimed, " Ah, my old frien^:! 
Agathon!"f — "What!" he cried, archly, " yoqfl 
have been beforehand with me there, have you?" F 

Though in imputing to himself premedilateil'fl 
plagiarism, he vae, of course, but jesting, it was, D 
am inclined to tliink, his practice, when engaged iq 
the composition of any work, to exc 

• ThiBwillremindthereaderof MoliSre" 
of wit ; — " C'cst mon bier, el je Ie prends partout oA je It 

t The Hisiorj of Agathon, by WieUni 



by tlie perusal of others, on the same subject or 
plan, from which the slightest hint caught by his 
imagination, as he read, was sufficient to kindle 
there such a train of thought as, but for that spark, 
had never been awakened, and of which he himself 
soon forgot the source. In tli*e present instance, the 
inspiration he sought was of no very elevating nature, 
— the anti-spiritual doctrines of the Sophist in this 
Romance ■ being what chiefly, I suspect, attracted 
his attention to its pages, as not unlikely to supply 
him with fresh argument and sarcasm for those de- 
preciating views of human nature and its destiny, 

• Between Wieland, the autlior of this Romance, and Lord 
Byron, may be obserted some of those generic points of re- 
sembUntM which it is so intBresting to trace in the cUaraclere 
oT men of genius. The German poet, it is said, never perused 
any worlt that made a strong impression upon him, withoul 
being stjmulatiil (o commence one, himself, on the same topic 
•nd plan j and in Lord Byron the iroitatiie principle was 
almost equally active, — there being few of his poems thai 
might not, in the same manner, be tiuced to the strong impulse 
giren to his imagination by the perusal of some work that had 
just before interested him. in the history, too, of their live^ 
and feelings, there was a strange and painful coincidence, — 
the revolution that luok place in all Wieland's opioiona, from 
the Plalonism and romance of hia youthful days, to the ma- 
terial and Epicurean doctrines that pervaded all his maturer 
works, being chiefly, it is supposed, brought shout by the 
shock his heart had received from a disappointment of i(a 
affections in early life. Speaking of the illusion of this first 
passion, in one of his letters, he says, — " It is one for whicti 
no joys, no honours, no gifts of fortune, not even wisdom itself 
can afford an equivalent, and which, wben it haa onca vanished. 
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whicli he was now, with all tbe wantonness of un- 
bounded genius, enforcing in Don Juan. 

Of this work he was, at the time of my visit to 
him, wriling the third Canto, and before dinner, one 
day, reud me two or rhree hundred lines of it; — 
beginning with the stanzas " Oh Wellington," &c. 
which at that time formed the opening of this tliiril 
Canto, but were afterwards reserved for the com- 
mencement of the ninth. My opinion of the poem, 
butli aa regarded its talent and its mischief, he had 
already been made acquainted with, from my having 
been one of those, — his Committee, as he called us, 
— to whom, at his own desire, the manuscript of 
the two first Cantos had been submitted, and who, 
as the reader has seen, angered him not a tittle by 
deprecating the publication of it. In a letter which 
I, at that time, wrote to him on the subject, after 
praising the exquisite beauty of the scenes betwe< 
Juan and Haid6e, I ventured to sa 
that the same licence which, in your early Satin 
you blamed me for being guilty of on the borders o 
my twentieth year, you are now yourself (n 
infinitely greater power, and therefore infinitfjy^ 
greater mischief) indulging in after thirty I " 

Though I now found him, in full defiance of such 
remonstrances, proceeding with this work, he had 
yet, as his own letters prove, been so far influenced 
by the general outcry against hb poem, as to feel 
the zeal and zest with which he had commenced it 
considerably abated, — so much so, as to rendett 
ultimately, in his own opinion, the third and 
Cantos much inferior in spirit to the two first. 
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sensitive, indeed, — in addition to liis usual abun- 
dance of this quality, — did he, at length, grow on 
tlie subject, that when Mr. W. Bantes, who suc- 
ceeded me, as his visiter, happened to tell him, one 
day, that he had heard a Mr. Saunders (or some 
such name), then resident at Venice, declare that, 
in hia opinion, " Don Juan was all Grub Street," 
such an effect had this disparaging speech upon his 
mind, (though coming irom a person who, as he 
himself would have it, was "nothing but ad — d salt- 
fish seller,") that, for some time after, by his own 
confession to Mr. Bankes, he could not bring himself 
to write another line of the poem; and, one morn- 
ing, opening a drawer where the neglected manu- 
script lay, he said to his friend, " Look here — this 
is all Mr. Saunders's ' Grub Street.' " 

To return, however, to the details of our last 
evening together at Venice. After a dinner with 
]\Ir. Scott at the Pellegrino, we all went, rather late, 
to the opera, where the principal part in the Bacca- 
nali di Roma was represented by a female singer, 
whose chief claim to reputation, according to Lnrd 
Byron, lay in her having sftVefloerf one of her favourite 
lovers. . In the intervals between the singing he 
pointed out to me different persons among the 
audience, to whom celebrity of various sorts, but, 
for the most part, disreputable, attached; and of 
one lady who sat near us, he related an anecdote, 
which, whether new or old, may, as creditable to 
Venetian facetiousness, be worth, perhaps, repeating. 
This lady had, it seems, been pronounced by Napo- 
leon the fioest woman in Venice ; but the Venetians, 
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not quite agreeing with this opinion of the gieat 
mun, contented tliemselvea with calling her ■' La 
Bella per Decrito," — adding (as the Decrees always 
begin with the word " Considerando"), " Ma aenza 
il Considerando." 

From the opera, in pursuance of our agreement 
to " make a night of it," we betook ourselves to a 
sort of cabaret in the Place of St. Mark, and there, 
within a few yards of the Palace of the Doges, sat 
drinking hot brandy punch, and laughing over dd 
times, till the clock of St, Mark struck tlie secMid 
hour of the morning. Lord Byron then took me in 
his gondola, and, the moon being in its fullest splen- 
dour, he made the gondoliers row us to such points 
of view as might enable me to see Venice, at that 
hour, to advantage. Nothing could be more so- 
lemnly beautiful than the whole scene around, and^ 
1 had, for the first time, the Venice of i 
before me. All those meaner details which t 
offend the eye by day were now softened down l( 
the moonlight into a sort of visionary indistinctuM 
and the effect of that silent city of palaces, sleepinj 
as it were, upon the waters, in the bright e 
of the night, was such as could not but atFect dek 
even the least susceptible imagination. My con 
uanion saw that I was moved by it, and thou^ 
Ikmiliar with the scene himself, seemed to give way, 
fur the moment, to the same strain of feeling ; and, 
OS we exchanged a few remarks suggested by that 
wreck of human glory before us, his voice, habitually m 
so cheerful, sunk into a tone of mournful sweetn 
such as I had rarely before heard from him, . 
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ghail not easily forget. This mood, however, was 
but of the moment ; some quick turn of ridicule soon 
carried him off into a totally different vein, and at 
about three o'clock in the morning, at the door of 
his own palazzo, we parted, laughing, as we had 
met ; — an agreement having been first made that I 
should take an early dhmer with him next day at 
his villa, on my road to Ferrara. 

HaviDg employed the morning of the following 
day in completing my round of sights at Venice, — 
taking care to visit specially " that picture by Gior- 
gione," to which the poet's exclamation, " sveh a 
woman!"* will long continue to attract all votaries 
of beauty, — I took my departur 
at about three o'clock, arrived a 
my noble host waiting to recei 
with him through the hall, i 
who, with her nursery maid, i 
if just returned from a walk. To the perverse fancy 
he had for falsifying his own character, and even 
imputing to himself faults the most alien to his 
nature, I have already frequently adverted, and had, 
on this occasion, a striking instance of it. Afler I 
had spoken a little, in passing, to the chQd, and 
made some remark on its beauty, he said to me, — 



e from Venice, and, 
t La Mira. I found 



7 his little Allegra 
s standing there 






Thu anmi, by the way, to 
licture, as, accordiDg to Vuoi 
nairied, and died young. 

VOL. IV. 
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" Have you any notion — but I suppose you have— 
of wliat they call the parental feeling ? For mysetf, 
I have not the least." And yet, wlien that child 
died, in a year or two afterwards, he who now uttered 
this artificial speech was so overwhelmed by tJie 
event, that those who were about liim at the lime 
actually trembled for his reason I 

A short time before dinner he left the room, and 
in a minute or two returned, carrying in his hand a 
white leather bag. " Look here," he said, holding 
it up — " this would be worth Eotnething to Murray, 
though you, I dare say, would not give sixpence for 
it." — "What is it?" I asked. — " My Life and 
Adventures," he answered. On hearing this, I 
raised my hands in a gesture of wonder. " It is 
not a thing," he continued, " that can be published 
during my lifetime, but you may have it — if you 
like — there, do whatever you please with it." In 
taking the bag, and thanking him most warmly, I 
added, " This will make a nice legacy for my iitUt 
Tom, who shall astonish the latter days of the nme- 
teenth century with it." He then added, " You 
may show it to any of our friends yoii think worthv 
of it:" — and this is, nearly word for word, the 
whole of what passed between us on the subject. 

At dinner we were favoured with the presence of 
Madame Guiccioli, who was so obliging as to fumisli 
me, at Lord Byron's suggestion, with a letter of 
introduction to her brother, Count Gamba, whom it 
was probable, they both thought, 1 should meet ai 
Home. Thb letter I never had an opportunity of 
presenting ; and as it was left open for me to read, 
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and was, the greater part of it, I have little doubt, 
dictated by my noble friend, I may venture, without 
impropriety, to give an extract from it here ; — pre- 
mising that the allusion to the " Castle," &c. refers 
to some tales respecting the cruelty of Lord fiyron 
to his wife, which the young Count had heard, and, 
at this time, implicitly believed. After a few sen- 
tences of compliment to the bearer, the letter pro- 
ceeds 1 — " He is on his way to see the wonders of 
Rome, and there is no one, I am sure, more qualified 
to enjoy them. I shall be gratified and obliged by 
your acting, as far as you can, as his guide. He is 
a friend of Lord Byron's, and much more accurately 
acquainted with his history than those who have 
related it to you. He will accordingly describe to 
you, if you ask him, Oie sliape, the dhnensiota., and 
whatever else you may please to require, of that 
Castle in wlnck he heeps imprisoned a young and in- 
nocent wifi, &e. &Q. My dear Pietro, whenever you 
feel inclined to laugh, da send two lines of answer 
to your sister, who loves and ever will love you 
with the greatest tenderness — Teresa Guiccioli."* 

• " Egli viene per vedpre 1e meraviglie di quesla Citti, e 
^iono cerla cbe nessuno meglio di luj Baprebbe gustarle. Mi 
sari grato che vi facciate sua guida come poirele, e vol poi me 
ne avrete obbligo. Egli i amico de Lord BTron — ta U sus 
storifl ami pi& predsaineme di quelli che a voi la raccontaroDo. 
Egli duTujne vi racconter^ se lo intcn-Dghcrete la Jariaa, It 

gi'ntnne innocenle sposa, Ac. &e. Mio caro 
quando ti sa bene sfogaca a. ridere, oUora rispoodi due 
11a tua (orclla, che t' ama e t' Bmeii sempre colla map 



liidi 
earn, I 

>adfl 

' "^9 



2i4 NOTICES OF THE 

After expressing his regret that I had not been 
able to prolong my stay at Venice, my noble friend 
Gaid, " At least, I tliink, you might spare a day or 
two to go with me to Arqua. I should like," he 
continued, though ttiiUy, " to visit tliat tomb with 
you:" — then, breaking off into his usual gay tone, 
" a pair of poetical pilgrims — eh, Tom, what say 
you?" — That I should have declined this ofrer,aiid 
thus lost the opportunity of an excursion which 
would have been remembered, as a bright dream, 
through all my after-life, is a circumstance I nevi 
can think of without wonder and self-reproi 
But the main design on which I had thi 
niind of reaching Rome, and, if possible, Naples, 
within the hmiti:d period which circumstances al- 
lowed, rendered me far less alive than I ought to 
have been to the preciousness of the episode thus 
offered to me. 

When it wa': time for me to depart, lie expressed 
his intention -o accompany me a few miles : and, 
ordering his 1 nrses to follow, proceeded with me in 
the carriage as far as Stra, where for the last time 
— how little thinking it was to be the last ! — I bade 
my kind and admirable friend farewell. 

Lmsii 341. TO MB. HOPPNER. 

" October SZ. ISlft 

" I am glad to hear of your return, but I do noi 
know how to congratulate you — unless you thint 
differently of Venice from what I think now, and 
you thought always. I am, besides, about to rene* 
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your troubles by requesting you to be judge between 
Mr. E • • " and myself in a Binal] matter of imputed 
peculation and irregular accounts on the part of that 
phtcnix of secretaricB. As I knew that you had 
not parted friends, at the same time that /refused 
for my own part ajij judgment bat yours, I offered 
him his choice of any person, the kast scoundrel 
native to be found in Venice, as hii4 own umpire ; 
but he expressed himself so convinced of your im- 
partiality, that he declined any but you. This is in 
his favour. — The paper within will explain to you 
the default in his accounts. You will hear his ex- 
planation, and decide if it so please you. I shall 
not appeal from the decision. 

, " As he complained that his salary was insufficient, 
I determined to have his accounts examined, and 

the enclosed was the result It is all in black and 

white with documents, and I have despatched 
Fletcher to explain (or rather to perplex) the 
matter. 

[ have had much civility and kindness Irom 

'3S-t- Dorville during your journey, and I thank him 

^•Ccordingly. 

" Your letter reached me at your departure ", and 

* Mr. Hoppncr, before his departure fram Venice for Swil- 
7erl«n4, had, wiih all the leal of a mie friend, written a letter 
to Lord Byron, entreating him " to leave Ravenna while yet 
he had n whole akin, and urging him not to risk the safety of a 
perwn be appeared tvO sincerely attschcd lo — k, well as his 

could only be a source of regret to both parlieB." In tiie same 
letter Mr. Hoppner informed him of iomc reports he had 
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displeaieil me very much : — not tliat it might 
be true in its statement and kind in its intentitm, 
but you have lived long enough to knotr how uselew 
all such representations ever are and must be i 
cases where the passions are concerned. To reasa 
with men in such a situation is like reasoning vh 
a drunkard in his cups — the only answer you wi 
get from him is, that he is sober, and jou are drunl 

" Upon that subject we will (if you like) il« 
silent. You might only say what would diatif 
me without answering any purpose whatever ; a 
I have too many obligations to you to answer y 
in the same style. So that you should recolli 
that you have also that advantage over me. I hope 
to see you soc 

" I suppose you know that they said at Venio^ 
that I was arrested at Bolf^na as a Carbonaro— 
a story about as true as their usual conversatioa 
Moore has been here — I lodged him in my house 
at Venice, and went to see him daily ; but I could 
not at that time quit La Mira entirely. You and I 
were not very far from meeting in Switzerland. 
With my best respects to Mrs. Hoppner, believe 
me ever and truly, &c. 

P. S. Ailegra is here in good health and 
spirits— 1 shall keep her with me till I go lo 
England, which will perhaps be in the spring. It 
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has just occurred to me that you may not perhaps 
like to undertake the office of judge between Mr. E. 
and your humble servant. — Of course, as Mr. 
Listoa (the comedian, not the ambaGsador) says, 
' it ig all ^optional!' but I have no other resource. 
I do not wish to find him a rascal, if it can be 
avoided, and would rather think him guilty of 
carelessness than cheating. The case is this — 
can I, or not, give him a character for honesty ? — 
It is not my intention to continue him in my 
service." 



Lima 348. TO MR. HOPPNER, 

" October 25. 1S19. 

" You need not have made any excuses about 
^ letter: I never said but that you might, could, 
should, or would have reason. 1 merely described 
my own state of inaptitude to listen to it at that 
time, and in those circumstances. Besides, you 
did not speak from your mon authority — but from 
what you said you had heard. Now my blood boils 
to hear an Italian speaking ill of another Italian, 
because, though they lie in particular, they speak 
truth in general by speaking ill at all; — and al- 
though they know that they are trying and wishing 
to lie, they do not succeed, merely because they 
can say nothing so bad of each other, that it may 
not, and must not be true, from tlie atrocity of tlieir 
long debased national character." 

■* This language" (rays Mt. Hoppner, in lome remarks 
npon the above letter) " is strong, but it w*s the langusge of 
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find many opinions, and some fun, with a detailed 
iiccount of my luorriage, and its consequeoces, u 
true as a party concerned can make such account) 
for I suppose we are all prejudiced. 

" I have never read over this Life eince it wai 
written, so that I know not exactly what it may 
repeat or contain. Moore and I passed some merry 
days together. 

" I probably must return for business, or in my 
way to America. Pray, did you get a letter for 
Hobhouse, who will have told you tlie contents? 
I understand that the Venezuelan commissioners 
had orders to treat with emigrants ; dow I want 
to go there. I should not make a bad South- 
American planter, and I should take my natural 
daughter, Allegra, with me, and settle. I wrote, 
at length, to Hobhouse, to get information Irani 
Perry, who, I suppose, is the best topographer and 
trumpeter of the new republicans. Pray write. 

" P. S. Moore and I did nothing but laugh. He 
will tell you of ' my whereabouts,* and all my pro- 
ceedings at this present ; they are as usual. You 
should not let those fellows publish false ' Don 
Juans;' hut do not put my name, because I mean 

to cut R ts up like a gourd, in the preface, if I 

continue the poem." 




LirreB^lW. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" October 29. 1819, 

" The Ferrara story is of a piece with all the rest 
of the Venetian manufacture, — you may judge. I 
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greatest of scoundrels, an ungrateful one. The 
truth is, probably, that he thought I was leaving 
Venice, and determined to make the most of it. 
At present he keeps bringing in accmmt after ac- 
count, though he had always money in hand — as I 
believe you know my system was never to allow 
longer than a week's bills to run. Pray read him 
this letter — I desire nothing to be concealed 
against which he may defend himself. 

" Pray how is your little boy ? and how are you ? 
— I shall be up in Venice very soon, and we will be 
bilious together. I hate the place and all that it 
inherits. 

" Yours," &c. 



L!Trrtt343. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" Oclobpr 28._1819. 

" I have to thank you for your tetter, and your 
compliment to Don Juan. I said nothing to you 
about it, understanding that it is a sore subject 
with the moral reader, and has been the cause of a 
great row ; but 1 am glad you like it. I will say 
nothing about the shipwreck, except that I hope 
you think it is as nautical and technical as verse 
could admit in the octave measure. 

" The poem has tiot sold loell, so Murray says — 
' but the best judges, &c. say, &c.' so says that 
worthy man. I have never seen it in print. The 
third Canto is in advance about one hundred 
stanzas ; but the failure of the two first has weak- 
ened my atro, and it will neither be so good as the 
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two former, nor completed, unless I get a. little 
more riicaldato in its behalf. I understand the 
outcry was beyond everything. — Pretty cant for 
people who read Tom Jones, and Roderick Raitdoni, 
and the Bath Guide, and Ariosto, and Dryden, and 
Pope — to say nothing of Little's Poems! Of 
course I refer to the morality of these works, and 
not to any pretension of mine to compete with tliem 
in any tiling hut decency. 1 hope yours is the Paris 
edition, and that you did not pay the London 
price. I have seen neither except in the news- 
papers. 

" Pray make my respects to Mrs. H., and take 
care of your little boy. All my household have the 
fever and ague, except Retcher, Allegra, and my*en 
(as we used to say in Nottinghamshire), and the 
horses, and Mutz, and Moretto. In the beginning 
of November, perhaps sooner, I expect to have the 
pleasure of seeing you. To-day I got drenched by 
a thunder-storm, and my horse and groom too, and 
his horse all bemired up to the middle in a cross- 
road. It was summer at noon, and at live we were 
bewintered ; but the lightning was sent perhaps to 
let us know that the summer was not yet over. It 
ia queer weather for the 27th October. 

" Yours," ^c. 

LETTKKS44. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, October 29. 1S19. 

" Yours of the 15th came yesterday. I am sorry 
that you do not mention a lai^e letter addressed to 



1319. LIFE aV LORD BYRON. 251 

j/our care for Lady Byron, from me, at Bologna, 
two months ago. Pray tell me, was thU letter 
received and forwarded ? 

" You say nothing of the vice-consul ate for the 
Ravenna patrician, from which it is to be inferred 
that the thing will not be done. 

" I had written about a hundred stanzas of a 
t/iird Canto to Don Juan, but the reception of the 
two first is no encouragement to you nor me to 
proceed. 

" 1 had also written about 600 lines of a poem, 
tlie Vision (or Prophecy) of Daate, the subject a view 
of Italy in the ages down to the present — suppos- 
ing Dante Co speak in his own person, previous to 
bis death, and embracing all topics in the way of 
prophecy, like Lycopliron's Cassandra ; but this and 
the other are both at a stand-still for the present. 

" I gave Moore, who is gone to Rome, my Life 
in MS., in seventy-eight folio sheets, brought down 
to 1816. But this I put into his hands for his care, 
as he has soma other MSS. of mine — a Journal 
kept in ISH, &c. Neither are for publication 
during my life ; but when I am cold you may do 
what you please. In the mean time, if you like to 
read them you may, and show them to anybody 
jou like — I care not. 

" The Life is Memoranda, and not Confemons. 
I have left out all my hves (except in a general 
way), and many other of the most important things 
(because I must not compromise other people), so 
that it is like the play of Hamlet — 'the part of 
Hamlet omitted by particular desire.' But you wiU 
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the two last were very smart, the first day as well 
as the last being preceded by vomiting. It is the 
fever of the place and the season. I feel weakened, 
but not unwell, in the intervals, except headach 
and lassitude. 

" Count Guiccioli has arrived in Venice, and has 
presented his spsuse (who had preceded him two 
months for her Jiealth and the prescriptions of Dr. 
Agiietti) with a paper of conditions, regulations of 
hours and conduct, and morals, &c. &c. &c which 
he insists on her accepting, and she persists in re- 
fusing. I am expressly, it should seem, excluded 
by this treaty, as an indispensable preliminary ; so 
that they are in high dissension, and what the re< 
suit may be I know not, particularly as they are 
consulting friends. 

■' To-night, as Countees Guiccioli observed me 
poring over ' Don Juan,' she stumbled by mere 
chance on the 137th stanza of the first Canto, and 
asked me what it meant. I told her, ' Nothing — 
but " your husband is coming." ' As I said this in 
Italian, with some emphasis, she started up in a 
fright, and said, ' O/i, my God, is he coimngf 
thinking it was fier own, wlio either was or ougbt 
to have been at the theatre. You may suppose 
we laughed when she found out the mistake. 
You will be amused, as I was ; — it happened not 
three hours ago. 

" I wrote to you last week, but have added do- 
tiling to the third Canto since my fever, nor to 
' Tlie Prophecy of Dante.' Of the former there ai* 
about 100 octaves done; of the latter about 500 
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lines — perhaps more. Moore saw the third Juan, 
as far as it then went. I tlo not know if my fever 
will let me go, on witli either, and tlie tertian lasts, 
they say, a good while. I had it in Malta on my 
way home, and the malaria fever in Greece the 
year before that. The Venetian is not very fierce, 
but I was delirious one of tlie nights with it, for an 
hour or two, and, on my senses coming back, found 
Fletcher sobbing on one side of the hed, and Lu 
Contessa Guiccioli* weeping on the other; so that 

* The following cariouB poitieutArB of hu delirium are 
giien by Mudiinie Guicrioli : — " At the beginning of winter 
Count Guiccioli come from Etavenna to felcb me. Wben he 
arrived, Laid Bjroa was Ul of a fL-ier, ocxasioned by his 
hsting got wet through ; — a violeDt storm having surpriswl 
him while taking bia uaunl eiecclsc on horseback. He had 
been delirious the whole night, and I had watched concinuBlly 
by hi> bediide. During his delirium he compoaed a good 

bis dictation. The rhjthm of these verses was quite correct, 
and the poetry itself bad no appearance of being the work of 
a delirious mind. He preaerveil them for some time aher he 
got well, and then burned them." — " Siil cornindare dell' 
invcmo il Conte Guiccioli venne a prendermi per ricondurmi 
a Raienna. Quando eglj giunso Ld. Byron era ammalata di 
febbri press per casersi bagnato avei 



vallo. 



Egli 



Eg It la conserve Lungo tempo 
tJint, during bis ravings at this 



I hod no want of attendaDce. I have not jet taken 
iiiiy ph}'s'ician, because, though I think they may 
relieve in chronic disorders, such us gout and the 
like, &c. &c. &C. (though they can't cure them)- 
juet as surgeons are necessary to set bones and 
wounds — j'et I think fevers quite out of tlieir ri 
and remediable only by diet and aature. 

" I don't like the taste of bark, but I suppose tl 
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" Tell Rose that somebody at Milan (an Austria 
Mr. Hoppner says) is answering his book. Williai 
Bankes is in quarantine at Trieste. I have n 
heard from you. Excuse tliis paper: it 
paper shortened for the occasion. What folly a 
this of Carlile's trial? why let him have the ho- 
nours of a martyr? it will on!y advertise the boob 
in question. Yours, &c. 

" P. S. As I leil you tliat the Guiccioli business 
is on the eve of exploding in one way or the other, 
I will just add tliat, without attempting to influenci; 
the decision of the Contessa, a good 'deal depends 
upon it. If she and her husband make it up, you 
will, perhaps, see me in England sooner than you 
expect. If not, I shall retire with her to France oc 
America, change my name, and lead a quiet pro- 
vincial life. All this may seem odd, but I have 
got the poor girl into a scrape ; and as neither 
her birth, nor her rank, nor lier connections by 




birth or marriage are inferior to ray own, I am in 
honour bound to support her through. Besides, she 
is a very pretty woman — ask Moore — and not yet 
one and twenty. 

" If she gets over this and I get over niy tertian, 
I will, perhaps, look in at Albemarle Street, some of 
these days, m passant to Bolivar." 



TO MR. BANKES. 

" Venite, Nov. 
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" A tertian ague which has troubled me for some 
time, and the indisposition of my daughter, have pre- 
vented me from replying before to your welcome 
letter, I have not been ignorant of your progress 
nor of your discoveries, and I trust thai you are no 
worse in health from your labours. You may rely 
upon finding every body in England eager to reap 
the fruits of them; and as you have done more than 
other men, I hope you will not limit yourself to say- 
ing less than may do justice to the talents and time 
you have bestowed on your perilous researches. 
The first sentence of my letter will have explained 
to you why I cannot join you at Trieste. I was on 
the point of setting out for England (before I knew 
of your arrival) when my child's illness has made her 
and me dependent on a Venetian Proto-Medico. 

" It is now seven years since you and I met; — 
which time you have employed better for others 
and more honourably for yourself than I have done. 

" In England you will find considerable changes, 
public and private, — you will see some of our old 
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college coDtcmporories turned into lordg of the 
Treasury, Admiralty, anil the like, — others become 
reformers and orators, — many settled in life, as 
it is called, — and others settled in death; amoog 
the latter, (by the way, not our fellow colle- 
gians,) Sheridan, Curran, Lady Melbourne, Monb 
Lewis, Frederick Douglas, &c. &c. &c. ; but yuu 
will still find Mr. ■ ■ living and all his family, as 

" Should you come up this way, and I am still 
here, you need not be assured how glad I shall be 
to see you ; I long to hear some part from you, of 
that which I expect in no long time to see. At 
length you have had better fortune than any tra- 
veller of equal enterprise (except Humboldt), in 
returning safe; and after the fate of the Browner, 
and the Parkes, and the Burckhardts, it is hardly lees 
surprise than satisfaction to get you back again. 
" Believe me ever 

" And very affectionately yours, 

" Byron." 

Lbtikk 318. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, December 4. 1819. 

" You may do as you please, but you are about a 
hopeless experiment Eldon will decide agmnst 
you, were it only that my name is in the record. 
You will also recollect that if the publication ia 
pronounced against, on the grounds you meutian. 
as indecent and blaspliemoHS, that / lose all right in 
my daughter's gvardianskip and edueation, in short, 
all paternal authority, and every thing concerniiig 
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her, except ••*••••• 
It was so decided in Shelley's case, because he had 
written Queen Mab, &c. &c. However, you can 
ask the lawyers, and do as you hke : I do not inhibit 
you trying the question ; I merely state one of the 
consequences to me. With regard to the copyright, 
it is hard that you should pay for a nonentity; I 
will therefore refund it, which I can very well do, 
not having spent it, nor begun upon it; and so we 
will be quits on that score. It lies at my banker's. 

" Of the Chancellor's law I am no judge ; but take 
up Tom Jones, and read his Mrs. Waters and Molly 
Seagrim ; or Prior's Hans Carvel and Paulo Pur- 
ganti: Smollett's Roderick Random, the chapter of 
Lord Strutwell, and many others; Peregrine Piekle, 
the scene of the Be^ar Girl ; Johnson's London, for 
coarse expressions ; for instance, the words ' ■ •,' 
and ' ■ •;' Anstey's Bath Guide, the 'Hearken, 
Lady Betty, hearken;' — take up, in short. Pope, 
Prior, Congreve, Dryden, Fielding, Smollett, and 
let the counsel select .passages, and what becomes 
of lieir copyright, if his Wat Tyler decision is to 
pass into a precedent 7 I have notliing more to say : 
you must judge for yourselves. 

" I wrote to you some time ago. I have had a 
tertian ague ; my daughter Allegra has been ill also, 
and I have been alnmst obliged to run away with a 
married woman ; but with some difficulty, and many 
internal struggles, I reconciled the lady with her 
lord, and cured the fever of the child with bark, and 
my own with cold water, I tliink of setting out for 
England by tlie Tyrol in a few days, so that I could 
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wish you to direct your next letter to Calws. 
Excuse my writing in great haste and late in the 
morning, or night, whichever you please to call it. 
Tlie third Canto of ' Don Juan' is completed, in 
about two hundred stanzas; very decent, I believe, 
but do not know, and it is useless to discuss uatil it 
be ascertained if it may or may not be a property. 

" My present determination to quit Italy was 
unlooked for ; but I have explained the reasons in 
letters to my sister and Douglas Kinnaird, a week or 
two ago. My progress will depend upon the snows 
of the Tyrol, and the health of my child, who is at 
present quite recovered ; but I hope to get on well, 

" Yours ever and truly, 
" P. S. Many thanks for your letters, to which 
you are not to consider this as an answer, but as an 
acknowledgment." 

The struggle which, at the time of my visit to 
him, I liad found Lord Byron so veil disposed to 
make towards averting, as far as now lay in his 
power, some of the mischievous consequences which, 
both to the object of his attacJiment and himself, 
were likely to result from their connection, had been 
brought, as the foregoing letters show, to a crisis 
soon after I left him. Tlie Count Guiccioli, on his 
arrival at Venice, insisted, as we have seen, that bis 
lady should return with him ; and, after some con- 
jugal negotiations, in which Lord Byron does not 
appear to have interfered, the young Contessa con- 
sented reluctantly to accompany herlord to RaveiiRa, 
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it being first covenanted Ihat, in future, all communi- 
cation between her and her lover should cease. 

" Jn a few days after this," says Mr. Hoppner, in 
some notices of his noble friend with which he has 
favoured me, " he returned to Venice, very much 
out of spirits, owing to Madame Guiccioli's departure, 
and out of humour with everybody and everything 
around him. We resumed our rides at the Lido ; 
and I did my best not only to raise his spirits, but 
to make liim forget his absent mistress, and 'to keep 
him to his purpose of returning to England. He 
went into no society ; and having no longer any 
relish for his former occupation, his time, when he 
was not writing, liung heavy enough on hand." 

Tlie promise given by the lovers not to correspond 
was, as all parties must have foreseen, soon violated ; 
and the letters Lord Byron addressed to the lady, 
at this time, though written in a language not his 
own, are rendered frequently even eloquent by the 
mere force of the feeling that governed him— a 
feeling which could not liave owed its fuel to fancy 
alone, since now that reality had been so long sub- 
stituted, it still burned on. From one of these 
letters, dated November 25th, I shall so far pre- 
sume upon the discretionary power vested in me, 
as to lay a short extract or two before the reader — 
It merely as matters of curiosity, but on account 
of the strong evidence they afford of the struggle 
between passion and a sense of right that now 
agitated him. 

'■ You are," he says, " and ever will be, my first 
I fhoughL But, at this moment, I am in a state most 



dreBi^ful, not knowing which way to decide; — on 
ihc one hand, fearing that 1 should compromise you 
far ever, by my return to Kavenna mid the coose- 
quencea of such a step, and, on the other, dreading 
rhat 1 shall lose both you and myself, and all that 1 
have ever known or tasted of happinesB, by never 
seeing you more. I pray of you, I implore you to 
be comforted, and to believe that I cannot cease to 
love you but with my life. " • In another part he 
says, " I go to save you, and leave a country 
insupportable to me without you. Your letters to 
F • » and myself do wrong to my motives — l)ut you 
will yet see your injustice. It is not enough that I 
must leave you — from motives of which ere long 
you will be convinced — it is not enough that I 
must fly from Italy, with a heart dee[dy wounded, 
nfler having passed all my days in solitude since 
yoiu* departure, sick both in body and mind — but I 
must also have to endure your reproaches without 
answering and without deserving them. Farewell I 
ia that one word is comprised tlie death of niy jj 
hnppbess."t 
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He had now arranged every thing for his depar- 
ture for England, and had even fixed the day, when 
accounts reached him from Ravenna that the Con- 
alarmingly ill ; — her sorrow at their separ- 
ation having so much preyed upon her mind, that 
even her own family, fearful of the consequences, 
had withdrawn all opposition to her wishes, and 
now, with the sanction of Count Guiccioli himself, 
entreated her lover to hasten to Ravenna. What 
was he, in this dilemma, to do? Already had he 
announced his coming to different friends in England, 
and every dictate, he felt, of prudence and manly 
fortitude urged his departure. While thus balancing 
between duty and inclination, the day appointed for 
his setting out arrived; and the following picture, 
from the life, of his irresolution on the occasion, is 
from a letter written by a female friend of Madame 
Guiccioli, who was present at the scene ; — " He was 
ready dressed for the journey, his gloves and cap on, 
aud even his little cane in his hand. Nothing was 
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now waited for but his coming down stairs, — his 
boxes being already oil on board the goudola. At 
ihU moment, my Lord, by way of pretext, declaret, 
tbat if it should strike one o'clock belbre every 
thing was in order (his arms being the on]y thing 
not yet quite ready), he would not go that day. 
The hour strikes, and he remains ! " • 

The writer adds, " it is evident he has Dot the 
heart to go;" and the result proved that she had 
not judged him wrongly. Tlie very next day'i 
tidings from Uavenna decided his fate, and he 
himself, in a letter to the Contessa, thus annouDCCB 
the triumph which she had achieved. " p • • • 
will already have told you, with her aceuslomed 
tuMimitff, that Love has gained tbe victory. 1 
could not summon up resolution enough to leave 
the country where you are, without, at least, once 
more seeing you. On yourself, perhaps, it wiB 
depend, whether I ever again shall leave you. Of 
the rest we shall speak when we meet. You ought) 
by this time, to know which is most conducive to 
your welfare, my presence or my absence. For 
myself, I am a citizen of the world — all countries 
are alike to me. You have ever been, since oar 
first acquaintance, ilie sole ob/ect of jay thoughts. 

* " EgU era lutlo yeslilo di TiBggio coi guanti fia Is muii. 
cul suo bonnet, c penino calla piccola sua cnnna ; nan alln 
axpeHsvBsi che egli EcendcsK) le scale, tulti i bauli eralM in 
barci. Milatd Ta la pretesla chc se Buona un ora dopo il im- 
lodE B che non sia ogni cosa oil" ordine (poicht le snri wle 
non erano in pronto) egli tion pnrtirebbe pii per quel gionw. 
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My opinion was, that the best course 1 could adopt, 
both for your peace and that of all your family, 
would have been to depart and go far, far n-sray 
from you; — since to have been near and not ap- 
proach you would have been, fur me, impossible. 
You have however decided that I am to return to 
Ravenna. I shall accordingly return — and shall do 
— and be ail that you wish. I cannot say more. " • 
On quilting Venice he took leave of Mr. Hoppner 
in a short but cordial letter, which I cannot better 
introduce than by prefixing to it the {ev words of 
comment with which this excellent friend of the 
noble poet has himself accompanied it; — " I need 
net say with what painful feeling I witnessed the 
departure of a person who, from the first day of our 
acquaintance, bad treated me with vinvoried kind- 
ness, reposing a confidence in me which it was be- 
yond the power of my utmost efforts to deserve; 
admitting me to an intimacy which I had no right 
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to claim, and listening witli patience, and the great- 
est good temper, to the remonstrances I ventiueil 
'o make upon his conduct." 



Lmm 3«. TO MB. HOPPNER. 
" My dear Hoppner, 

" Partings are but bitter work at best, so that I 
shall not venture on a second with you. Pray make 
my respects to Mrs. Hoppner, and assure her of my 
unalterable reverence for the singular goodness nf 
her disposition, which is not without its reward e 
in this world — for those who are no great believers 
in human virtues would discover enough in he 
give them a better opinion of their fellow-creatures i 
and — what is still more difficult — of themselves, | 
as being of the same speciesi however inferior in [ 
approaching its nobler models. Make, too, what 
excuses you can fur my omission of the ceremony 
of leave-taking. If we all meet again, I will make 
my humblest apology ; if not, recollect that I wished | 
you all well ; and, if you can, forget that I liavc 
given you a great deal of trouble, 

" Yours," &c. &C. 



0. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Venice, December 10. 161 

" Since I last wrote, I have changed my mind, 
and shall not come to England. Tlie more I con- 
template, the more I dislike the place and the prth 
spect. You may, therefore, address to me as ububI 
here, though I mean to go to another city. 1 bnvo 
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finished the tliird Canto ofDon Juan, but the things 
I have read and lieard discourage all further publi- 
cation — at least for the present. You may try the 
copy question, hut you'll lose it : the cry is up, and 
cant is up. I should have no objection to return 
the price of the copyright, and have written to 
Mr. Kinnaird by this post on the subject. Talk 
with him. 

" I have not tlie patience, nor do I feel interest 
enough in the question, to contend with the fellows 
in their own slang; but 1 perceive Mr. Blackwood's 
Magazine and one or two others of your missives 
have been hyperbolical in their praise, and diabolical 
in their abuse. 1 like and admire W ■ ■ n, and 
he should not have indulged himself in such out- 
rageous licence.* It is overdone and defeats itself. 
What would he say to the grossness without passion 
and the misanthropy without feeling of Gulliver's 
Travels ? — When he talks of Lady's Byron's business, 
he taJks of what he knows nothing about ; and you 
may tell him that no one can more desire a public 
Investigation of that affair than I do. 

" I sent home by Moore {for Moore only, who 
has my Journal also) my Memoir written up to 1816, 
and I gave him leave to show it to whom he pleased. 
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^2 NOTICES OF THE 1820. 

'< I write in great haste — do you answer as 

hastily. I can understand nothing of all this ; but it 

seems as if the G. had been presumed to be planted^ 

and was determined to show that she was not, — 

plantation^ in this hemisphere, being the greatest 

moral misfortune. But this is mere conjecture, for I 

know nothing about it — except that every body 

are very kind to her, and not discourteous to me. 

Fathers, and all relations, quite agreeable. 

<* Yours ever, 

«B. 
" P. S. Best respects to Mrs. H. 

^ I would send the compliTnents of the season ; 

but the season itself is so complimentary with snow 

and rain that I wait for sunshine." 



Letter S52. TO MR. MOORE. 

** January 2. 1820. 



« 



My dear Moore, 

** * To-day it is my wedding day ; 
And all the folks would stare^ 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And I should dine at Ware.* 

Or thtts .* 

« Here*s a happy new year ! but with reason, 
I beg you'll permit me to say — 
Wish me mani^ returns of the seasotif 
But as Jew as you please of the cKay. 

<< My this present writing is to direct you that, 
if she chooses, she may see the MS. Memoir in your 
possession. I wish her to have fair play, in all 
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case^, even tliough it will not be published till after 
my decease. For this purpose, it were but just that 
Lady B. Ehould know what is there said of her and 
hers, that she way have full power to remark o 
respond to any part or pvts, as may seem fitting 
to herself. This is fair dealing, I presume, in : 
events. 

" To change the subject, are you in England ? 
send you an epitaph lor Castlereagh. • • ■ » 
Anotlierfor Pitt: — 

'■ With death doom'd to grapple 
Beneath ihis cold «1ab, he 
Who lied in Die Chapel 
Now lies in the Ahhey. 

" The gods seem to have made me poetical tliis 



» 



He'll gu with you to hell. 

" Pray let not these versiculi go forth with mjf 
name, except among the initiated, because my friend 
H. has foamed into a reformer, ami, I greatly fear, 
will subside into Newgate ; since the Honourahle 
House, according to Galignoni's Reports of Parlia- 
mentary Debates, are menacing a prosecution to 
a pamphlet of his. I shall be very sorry to hear of 
Bny thing but good for him, particularly in these 
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miserable squabbles; but these are the natural 
cifectH of taking a part in them. 

" For my own part I had a sad scene since you 
went. Count Gu. came for his wife, and won* of 
those consequences whic^ Scott prophesied ensued. 
There was no damages, as in England, and so Scolt 
lost his wager. But there was a great scene, for she 
would not, at first, go back with him — at least, she 
did go back with him ; but he insisted, reasonaUy 
enough, that all communication should be broken 
ofF between her and me. So, finding Italy very 
(lull, and having a fever tertian, I packed up my 
valise, and prepared to cross the Alps ; but mj 
daughter fell ill, and detained me. 

" After her arrival at Bavenna, the Guiccioli fell 
ill again too ; and at last, her father (who had, all 
along, opposed the liaison most violently till now) 
Wrote to me to say that she was in such a state thai 
/le begged me to come and see her, — and that her 
husband had acquiesced, in consequence of her 
relapse, and that lie (her father) would guarantee all 
this, and that there would be no farther scenes in 
consequence between (hem, and that I should not 
be compromised in any way. I set out soon after, 
and have been here ever since. I found Iier a good 
deal altered, but getting better : — all this comes of 
reading Corinna. 

" The Carnival is about to begin, and I saw about 
(wo or three hundred people at the Martjuis Cavalli's 
the other evening, with as much youth, beauty, and 
diamonds among the women, as ever averaged b 
the like number. My appearance in waiting on the 
Guiccioli was considered as a thing of course. The 
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Marquis is her uncle, and riaturaUy considered me 
us lier relation. 

" The paper is out, and so is the letter. Pray 
write. Address to Venice, whence the letters will 
be forwarded. Yours, &c. B." 



Iettm 3S3. To MR. HOPPNER. 

" IlflvennB, January 20. 1820. 

" I have not decided any thing about remnining 
at Ravenna. I may stay a day, a week, a year, all 
my life ; but all this depends upcrn what I can neither 
sec nor foresee. I came because I was called, and 
will go the moment that I perceive what may render 
my departure proper. My attachmetit has neither 
the blindness of the beginning, nor the thicroscopic 
accuracy of the close to such liaisons ; but ■ time 
and the hour' must decide upon what I do. I can 
as yet say nothing, because I hardly know any thing 
beyond what I-haye told you. 

" I wrote to you last post for ray movables, aS 
there is no getting a lodging with a chair or table 
here ready : and as I have already some things of 
the sort at Bologna which I had last summer there 
for my daughter, I have directed them to be moved ; 
and wish the like to be done with those of Venice, 
that I may at least get out of the ' Albergo Im- 
periale,' which is imperial in all true sense of the 
epithet. Buffioi may be paid for his poison. I forgot 
to thank you and Mrs. Hoppner for a whole treasure 
of toys for Allegra before our departure ; it was very 
kind, Bud we are very grateful. 
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" Your account of the weeding of llie Governor's 
party is very eatertaining. If you do not understand 
the consular exceptions, I do; and it is right that a 
man of honour, and a woman of probity, should find 
it so, particularly in a place where there are not 
' ten righteous.' As to nobility — in England none 
are strictly noble but peers, not even peers' sons, 
though titled by courtesy ; nor knights of the garter, 
unless of the peerage, so that Castlereagh himself 
would hardly pass through a foreign herald's ordeal 
till the death of his father. 

" Tlie snow is a foot deep here. There is a 
theatre, and opera, — the Barber of Seville. Balls 
begin on Monday next. Pay the porter for never 
looking after the gate, aod ship my chattels, and let 
me know, or let Castelli lot me know, how ray law- 
iuits go on — but fee him only in proportion to hii 
•uccess. Perhaps we may meet in the spring yet, 
if you are for England. I see H ■ * has got into a 
bcrape, which does not please me ; he should not 
have gone so deep among those men without calcu- 
lating the consequences. 1 used to think myself 
the most imprudent of all among my friends and 
acquaintances, but almost begin to doubt it 

" Yours," &c. 

Lin.a334. TO MR. HOPPNEIL 

" RaveniiB, JanuBry 31, ISSO. 

" You would hardly have been troubled with the 
removal of my furniture, hut there is none to be had 
nearer than Bologna, and I have been fain to have 
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that of tlie rooms which I fitted up for my daughter 
there in the summer removed here. The expense will 
be at least as great of the land carriage, so that you 
eee it was necessity, and not choice. Here they get 
every thing from Bologna, except some lighter arti- 
cles from Forli or Faenza. 

" If Scott is returned, pray remember me to him, 
and plead laziness the whole and sole cause of my 
not replying ; — dreadful is the exertion of letter- 
writing. The Carnival here is less boisterous, but 
we have balls and a theatre. I carried Qankes to 
both, and he carried away, I believe, a much more 
favourable impression of the society here than of 
that of Venice, — recollect that I speak of the ntitive 
society only. 

" I am driUing very hard to learn how to double 
a shawl, and should succeed to admiration if I did 
not always double it tlie wrong side out ; and then I 
sometimes confuse and bring away two, so as to put 
all the Servant! out, besides keeping their <$ervtVe iu 
Uie cold till every body can get back their property. 
But it is a dreadfidly moral place, for you must not 
look at anybody's wife except your neighbour's, — 
if you go to the next door but one, you are scolded, 
'U)d presumed to be perfidious. And then a rela- 
tione or an amicizta seems to be a regular alfair of 
from five to fifteen years, at which period, if there 
occur a widowhood, it finishes by a sposalizio ; and 
in the mean time it has so many rules of its own that 
it is not much better. A man actuaDy becomes a 
piece of female property, — they won't let their 
Serventi marry until there is a vacancy for them- 



selves. I know two instances of this in one family 

liere. 

" To-night there was a • Lottery after the 

opera ; it is an odd ceremony. Bankes and I took 
tickets of it, and buifooned together very merrily. 
He is gone to Firenze. Mrs. J " • should have 
sent you my postscript ; there was no occasion to 
have bored you in persoti. I never interfere in any- 
body's squabbles, — she may scratch vour fiice hef- 
self. 

" The weather here has been dreadful — snow 
several feet — a fiume, broke down a bridge, and 
flooded heaven knows how many campi ,- then rain 
came — and it is still thawing — so that my saddle- 
horses have a sinecure till the roads beconie more 
practicable. Why did Lcga give away the goat ? a 
blockhead — I must have him again. 

" Will you pay Missiaglia and the Buffo Buffini of 
the Gran Bretagna? I heard from Moore, who is at 
Paris ; I had previously written to him in London, 
but he has not yet got my letter, apparently. 

" Selieve me," &c. 



LiirrKB 355. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, February 7. 182a 

" I have had no letter from you these two months; 
but since I came here in December, 1819, I sent 
you a letter for Moore, who is Godknows vAere-^ 

* The word here, being under the seal, is illegibU. 
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Paris or London, I presume. I have copied anil 
cut the third Canto of Don Juan into two, because it 
was too long ; and I teil you this beforehand, because 
case of any reckoning between you and me, these 
o are only to go for one, as this was the original 
form, and, in fact, the two together are not longer 
,han one of the first : bo remember that I have not 
made this division to double upon you ; but merely 
.0 suppress some tediousness in the aspect of the 
hing. 1 should have served you a pretty trick if I 
had sent you, for example, cantos of 50 stanzas 
each. 

" I am translating the first Canto of Pulci's Mor- 
gantc Maggiore, and have half done it ; but these 
last days of the Carnival confuse and interrupt every 

" I have not yet sent off the Cantos, and have 
some doubt whether they ought to be published, for 
they have not the spirit of the first. Tlie outcry 
has not frightened but it has hurt me, and I have not 
written eon amort this time. It is very decent, how- 
ever, and as dull as ' the last new comedy.' 

" I think my translations of Pulei will make you 
stare. It must be put by the origind, stanza for 
stanza, and verse for verse ; and you will see what 
was permitted in a Catholic country and a bigoted 
age to a churchman, on the score of religion ; — and 
so tell those buffoons who accuse me of attacking the 
Liturgy. 

" I write in the greatest haste, it being the hour 

of the Corso, and I must go and buffoon with tiie 

rest. My daughter AUegra is just gone with tlie 

T 4 



I 



280 NOTICES OF THE IBEO. 

CounteES G. in Count G.'s coach and six to job the 
cavalcade, and I must follow with all the rest of the 
Ravenna world. Our old Cardinal ia dead, and the 
new one not appointed yet; but the niasquing goes 
on the same, the vice-legate being a good governor. 
We have had hideous frost and snow, but all is mild 

" Yours," &C. 

L«TER 356. TO MR. BANKES. 

" Ravenna, Febrimry 19. 1820. 

" I have room for you in the house here, as I had 
in Venice, if you think tit to moke use of it ; bat do 
not expect to find the same gorgeous suite of tapes- 
tried hallE. Neither dangers nor tropical heats have 
ever prevented your penetrating wherever you had 
a mind to it, and why should the enow now 7 — 
Italian snow — fie on it I — so pray come. Tita's 
heart yearns for you, and mayhap for your silver 
broad pieces ; and your playfellow, the nioitkey, is 
alone and inconsolable. 

" I forget whether you admire or tolerate red hair, 
so that I rather dread showmg you all that I have 
about me and around me in this city. Come, never- 
theless, — you can pay Dante a morning visit, and I 
« ill undertake that Theodore and Honoria will be 
most happy to see you in the forest liard by. We 
Goths, also, of Ravenna, hope you will not despise 
our arch-Goth, Theodoric. I must leave it to these 
wortliies to entertain you all the fore part of the 
day, seeing tliat I have none at all myself — the 
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lark thai rouses me from my flumbers, being an 
afternoon bird. But, tlien, all your evenings, and as 
much as you can give me of your nights, will bt 
mine. Ay I and you wiU find me catbg flesh, too, 
like yourself or any other cannibal, except it be 
upon Fridays. Tlien, there are more Cantos (and 
be d — d to thcni) of wliat the courteous reader, Mr, 

S , calls Grub Street, in my drawer, which I 

have a little scheme to commit to your charge for 
England ; only I must first cut up (or cut down) 
two aforesaid Cantos into three, because I am grown 
base and mercenary, and it is an ill precedent to let 
iny Mectenas, Murray, get too much for his money. 
I am busy, also, with Pulci — translating — servilely 
translating, stanza for stanza, and line for line — 
two octaves every night, — the same allowance as at 
Venice. 

" Would you call at your banker's at Bologna, and 
ask him for some letters lying there for me, and 
burn them ? — or 1 will — so do not burn them, but 
bring them, — and believe mc ever and very afFec- 
tionotely Yours, 

" Byron. 

" P. S. I have a particular wish to hear from your- 
self something about Cyprus, so pray recollect all 
that you con. — Good night." 



LEITE11357. TO MR. SlURRAY. 

" Rttvenna, February 21. IHZO. 

" The bull-dogs will be very agreeable. I have 
only tliose of tliis comitry, who, though good, have 
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not the tenacity of tooth and stoicism in endurance 
of my canine feUow-citizens : then pray send them 
by the readiest conveyance — perhaps best by sea. 
Mr. Kinnaird will disburse tor them, and deduct 
from tlie amount on your application or that of Cap* 
tain Tyler. 

" I see the good old King is gone to his place- 
One can't help being sorry, though blindness, and 
age, and insanity, are supposed to be drawbacks on 
human felicity ; but I am not at all sure that the 
latter, at least, might not render him happier than 
any of his subjects. 

" I have no thoughts of coming to the coronation, 
though I should like to see it, and though I have a 
right to be a puppet in it ; but my division with 
Lady Byron, which has drawn an equinoctial line 
between me and mine in all other things, will operate 
in this also to prevent my being in the same proces. 

" By Saturday's post I sent you four packets, con- 
taining Cantos third and fourth. Recollect that 
these two cantos reckon only as one with you and 
me, being, in fact, the third canto cut into two, be- 
cause I found it too long. Uemember this, and don't 
imagine that there could be any other motive. The 
whole is about 225 stanzas, more or less, and a lyric 
of 96 lines, so that they are no longer than ibe first 
singk cantos : but tiie truth is, that I made the first 
too long, and should have cut those down also had I 
thought better. Instead of saying in fiiture for so 
many cantos, say so many stanzas or pages i it was 
Jacob Tonson's way, and certainly the best ; It 
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prevents mistakes. 
t»ntos of 40 Btanzi 
strel' (Beattie's) ar 
once, if you don't e 



'. might have sent you a dozen 
each, — those of ' The Min- 
10 longer, — and ruined you at 
But recollect that 



ifFer 



you are not pinned donm to any thing you Bay in a 
letter, and that, calculating even these two cantos as 
one only (which they were and are to be reckoned), 
you are not bound by your offer. Act as may seem 
fair lo ail parties. 

" I have finished my translation of the first Canto 
of 'The Morgante Maggiore' of Pulci, whichlwill 
transcribe and send. It is the parent, not only of 
Whistlecraft, but of all jocose Italian poetry. You 
must print it side by side with the original Italian, 
because I wish the reader to judge of the fidelity : it 
is stanza for stanza, and oflen line for line, if not 
word for word. 

" You ask me for a volume of manners, &c. on 
Italy. Perhaps 1 am in the case to know more of 
them than most Englishmen, because I have lived 
among the natives, and in parts of the country where 
Englishmen never resided before (I speak of Ro- 
magna and this place particularly) ; but there are 
many reasons why I do not choose to treat in print 
on such a subject. I have lived in their houses and 
in the heart of their families, sometimes merely as 



of the Dama, and in neither case do I feel myself 
authoristid in making a book of them. Their moral 
is not your moral ; their life is not your life ; you 
would not understand it ; it is not English, nor 
Frenofa, nor German, which you would all under> 
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itand. Tlie conventual educatioo, the cavalier ser- 
Titudc, the habits of thought and living are eo entirely 
different, and the difference becomes so much more 
fiti'iking the more 3'ou live intimately with them, thai 
I know not how to make you comprehend 3 people 
who are at once temperate imd profligate, serious in 
their characters and buffoons in their amusements, 
capable of impressions and passions, n-hicli are at 
once sudden and durab/e (what you £nd in no other 
nation), and who actually have no society {what we 
would call so), as you may see by their comedies ; 
they have no real comedy, not even in Goldoni, and 
that is because they have no society to draw it from. 

" Tlieir conversazioni are not society at all. They 
go to the theatre to talk, and into company to hold 
their tongues. The loornen sit in a circle, and the 
men gather into groups, or they play at dreary faro, 
or 'lotto reale,' for small sums. Their academie 
are concerts like our ou'n, with better music and 
more form. Their best things are the carnival balls 
and masquerades, when every body runs mad for six 
weeks. After their dinners and suppers they make 
extempore verses and buffoon one another ; but it is 
in a humour which you would not enter into, ye of 
the north. 

" In their houses It is better. I should know some- 
tliing of the matter, having had a pretty general 
experience among their women, from the fisherman's 
wife up to the Nobil Dama, whom I serve. Their 
system has its rules, and its fitnesses, and its deco- 
rums, so as to be reduced to a kind of discipline or 
game at hearts, which admits few deviations, unlesi 
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you wish to lose it. They are extremely tenacious, 
and jealous as furies, not permitting their lovers even 
to marry if tliey canhelpit, and keeping them always 
close to them in public as in privtite, whenever they 
can. In short, they transfer marriage to adultery, 
and strike the not out of that commandment. The 
reason is, that they marry for theu- parenls, and love 
for themselves. They exact fidelity from a lover as 
a debt of honour, while they pay the husband as a 
tradesman, that is, not at all. You hear a person's 
character, male or female, canvassed not as depend- 
ing on their conduct to their husbands or wives, but 
to their mistress or lover. If I wrote a quarto, I 
don't know that I could do more than amplify what 
I have here noted. It is to be observed that while 
they do all this, the greatest outward respect is to 
be paid to the husbands, not only by the ladies, but 
by their Serventi — particularly if the husband serves 
no one himself (which is not often the case, however); 
so that you would of^en suppose them relations — the 
Servente making the figure of one adopted into the 
family. Sometimes the ladies run a little restive and 
elope, or divide, or make a scene : but this is at 
starting, generally, when they know no better, or 
when they fall in love with a foreigner, or some such 
anomaly, — and is always reckoned unnecessary and 
extravagant. 

" You enquire after Dante's Prophecy : I liave not 
done more than six hundred lines, but will vaticinate 
at leisure. 

'■ Of tliebust I know nothing. No cameos or seals 
' are to be cut here or elsewhere that I know of, in 
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one time or another (including copyrights) this per- 
son has had about fourteen hundred pounds of my 
money, and he writes what he calls a posthumous 
work about me, and a scrubby letter accusing me of 
treating him ill, when I never did any such thing. 
It is true that Heft off letter-writing, as I have done 
with almost everybody else ; but I can't see how that 
was misusing him. 

'< I look upon his epistle as the consequence of my 
not sending him another hundred pounds, which 
he wrote to me for about two years ago, and which 
I thought proper to withhold, he having had his 
share, methought, of what I could dispone upon 
others. 

" In your last you ask me after my articles of 
domestic wants ; I believe they are as usual : the 
bull-dogs, magnesia, soda-powders, tooth-powders, 
brushes, and every thing of the kind which are here 
unattainable. You still ask me to return to England : 
alas I to what purpose ? You do not know what 
you are requiring. Return I must, probably, some 
day or other (if I live), sooner or later ; but it will 
not be for pleasure, nor can it end in good. You 
enquu*e after my health and spirits in large letters: 
my health can't be very bad, for I cured myself of a 
sharp tertian ague, in three weeks, with cold water, 
which had held my stoutest gondolier for months, 
notwithstanding all the bark of the apothecary, — a 
circumstance which surprised Dr. Aglietti, who said 
it was a proof of great stamina, particularly in so 
epidemic a season. I did it out of dislike to the 
taste of bark (which I can't bear), and succeeded, 
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contrary to the prophecies of every body, by simply 
taking nothing at all. As to ^iriCs, they are un- 
equal, now high, now low, like odier people's 1 
suppose, and depending upon circumstances. 

" Pray send me W. Scott's new novels. What are 
their names and characters? I read some of his 
former ones, at least once a day, for an hour or eo. 
The last are too hurried : he forgets Ravenswood's 
name, and calls him Edgar and then Norman; and 
Girder, the cooper, is styled now Gilbert, and now 
John ; and he don't make enough of Montrose ; but 
Dalgetty is excellent, and so is Lucy Ashton, and 
the b — h ber motlier. Wliat is Ivan/toe ? and what 
do you call his other ? are there hvo ? Pray make 
him write at least two a year : I like no reading so 

" Tiie editor of the Bologna Telegraph has sent 
me a paper with extracts from Mr. Mulock's (his 
name always reminds me of Muley Moloch of 
Morocco) ' Atheism answered,' in which there is a 
long eulogium of my poesy, and a great ' compati- 
mento' for my misery. I never could understand 
what they mean by accusing me of irrcligion. How- 
ever, they may have it their own way. This gentle- 
man seems to be my great admirer, so I take what 
he says in good part, as he evidently intends kind- 
ness, to which I can't accuse myself of being invin- 
cible. 

" Yours," &c. 



"Inc 



TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Itsvenni, March 5. 1830,* j 

n your country, you should not readily ' 



lay hands on tlie Morgante Maj^iore, I send you the 
original text of the first Canto, to correspond with 
the translation which I sent you a few days ago. It 
is from the Naples edition in ijuarto of 1732, — 
dated Florence, however, by a trick of the trade, 
which you, as one of the allied sovereigns of the 
profession, will perfectly understand without any 
further spiegazione. 

" It is strange that here nobody underBtands the 
real precise ineaDing of' sbergo,' or 'uBbergo*,' an 
old Tuscan word, which I have rendered cuirast (but 
am not sure it is not helmet). I have asked at least 
twenty people, learned and ignorant, mate and 
female, including poets, and officers civil and military. 
The dictionary says cuirass, but gives no authority; 
and a female friend of mine says positively cuirass, 
which makes me doubt the fact stilt more than before. 
Ginguenfi says ' bonnet de fer,' with the usual 
superficial decision of a Frenchman, so that I can't 
believe him : and what between the dictionary, the 
Italian woman, and the Frenchman, there's no trust- 
ing to a word they say. The context, too, which 
should decide, admits equally of either meaning, as 
you will perceive. Ask Rose, Hobhouse, Mcrivale, 
and Foseolo, and vote with the majority. Is Frere 



\ 



• It has been suggested 10 
ne u hauberk, habergeoD 
■g, or coreriBg of the neck 



•'■ ■" from ,h. g™„ u. 
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f a good Tuscan ? if he be, bother him too. I have 
tried, you see, to be as accurate as I well could, 
is is my third or fourth letter, or packet, within 
the last twenty days." 

LETr«i3Sl. TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Enclosed is Dante'a Propliecy — Vision — or 
what not. * Where I have left more than one 
reading (which I have done often), you may adopt 
that which Gifford, Frere, Rose, and Hobhouse, and 
others of your Utican Senate think the best or least 



s explicable, 
if approved. 



e good Italian 






The preface will explain all that is 
These are but the four first cantos ; 
I will go on. 

"Pray mind in printing; and let si 
scholar correct the Italian quotations, 

•' Four days ago I was overturned in 
riage between the river and a steep bank ;— wheels 
dashed to pieces, slight bruises, narrow escape, and 
all that ; but no harm done, though coachman, foot- 
man, horses, and vehicle, were all mixed together 
like macaroni. It was owing to bad driving, as I 
toy; but the coachman swearatoastait on the part 
I of the horses. We went against a post on the verge 

* There were in this Poem, originally, three lines of remark- 
able strength and seterily, which, bb tlie Italian poet agsinst 
whom they were directed waa then living, were omitted tn 
the pablicalion. I ohall here giie Ihem Irom memor;'. 



Both tieauliful, 



Shall salt his bread and give 



;h Ly him debn^ed, 



Upon Eby Kpirit wrtb nucb sjmpatfa;, 



„{a;::i.}„ 



IT Lave enduin'd hi 



;;r discoloured by that reading w 



id Uiel 



[ig-sighed-for 



To be thus Itiss'd bj such [ devoted | lover. 
He who from me can be divided ne'er 

Kiss'd my mouth, trembling in [be ait all over 
Accursed was the book and he who wrote 1 
That da} do furtlier lenf wa did uncoier. — 

While thus one Spirit told us of tbdr lot. 
The othci wept, so that with pity's thndls 
I swoon'd a^ if by death I had been smoU^ 

And fell down even as a dead body Tails.' " 



P 



LErrER 3ii3. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Havenna, March 23. 1820. 

"I have received your letter of the 7lh. Besides 
tlie four packets you have already received, I have 
sent the Pulci a few days after, and aince (a few days 
ago) the four first Cantos of Dante's Prophecy, (the 



10 decide. Ask Fosi 



best thing I ever wrote, if it be not uninteU'igibk,') 
and by last post a literal translation, word for word 
(versed like the original), of the episode of Francesco 
of Rimini. I want to hear what you think of the 
new Juans, and the tranelationp, and the Vision. 
They are alt things that are, or ought to be, very 
different from one another. 

" If you choose to make a print from the Venetian, 
you may ; but she don't correspond at all to the 
character you mean her to represent. On the con- 
trary, the Contessa G. does (except that she is fair), 
and is much prettier than the Fomarina ; but I have 
no picture of her except a miniature, which is very 
ill done ; and, besides, it would not be proper, on 
any account whatever, to make such a use of it, even 
if you had a copy. 

" Recollect that tlie two new Cantos only count 
with us for one. You may put the Pulci and Dante 
together : perhaps that were best. So you have put 
your name to Juan, aRer all your panic. You are a 
rare fellow. I must now put myself in a passion to 
continue my prose. Yours," &c. 

•' I have caused write to Tliorwaldsen. Pray be 
careful in sending my daughter's picture — I mean, 
that it be not hurt in the carriage, for it is ajoumey 
rather long and jolting." 



TO MK. MURRAY. 



" Enclosed U a ' Screed of Doctrine' for you, of 
which I will trouble you to aclmowledge the receipt 
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by next post. Mr. Hobhouse must have the cor* 
rection of it for the press. You may show it first to 
H-liom you please. 

" I wish to know what became of mv two Epistles 
from St. Paul (translated from the Armenian three 

years ago and more), and of the letter to R taof 

last autumn, which you never have attended to ? 
ITiere are two packets with this. 

" P. S. I have some thoughts of publishing the 
' Hints from Horace,' written ten years ago •, — if 
Hobhouse can rummage tbem out of my papers left 
at his father's, — with some omissions and altera- 
tions preTiousIy to be made when I see the proofs." 



Litteb365. to MR. WURH.^Y. 

" Rfltenna, March 2D. KSO. 

" Herewith you will receive a note (enclosed) on 
Pope, which you will find tally with a part of the 
text of last post. I have at last lost all patience 
with the atrocious cant and nonsense about Pope, 
with which our present • • s are OTerflowing, and 



■ When mafcii^ the obsersalionB whic^h oceur in tlie early 
part of this work, on the singular preference giicn by (he 



noble author 



n Horwe," I was r 



evivalori 
from the above letter, ana, stiii more strongly, 
follow) look place so many years after, in the 



ange predilection, nbich (a$ it appears 
id, still more strongly, froni some that 

. . _., in the full matnrily of 

— powers and taste. Such a delusion is hardly conccitable, 
and can only, perhaps, be accounted for by that tenainouaness 
of early opinions and imprBssions by which his mind, lo olh« 
respeirti so versatile, was charaMcrised, 



am determiniid to taake sucli head against it aa an 
individual can, by prose or verse ; and 1 will at 
least do it with good will. There is no bearing it 
any longer ; and if it goes on, it will destroy what 
little good writing or taste remains amongst us. I 
hope tlicre are still a few men of taste to second 
me; but.if not, I'll battle it alone, convinced that it 
is in the best cause of English literature. 

" I have sent you so many packets, verse and 
prose, lately, that you will be tired of the postage, if 
not of the perusal. I want to answer some parts of 
your laiit letter, but I have not time, for I must 
' boot and saddle,' as my Captain Craigengelt (an 
officer of the old Napoleon Italian army) is in wait- 
ing, and ray groom and cattle to boot. 

" You have given me a screed of metaphor and 
what not about Paid, and manners, and ' going 
without clotlics, like our Saxon ancestors.' Now, 
the Saxotia did not go wic/iout clothes ; and, in the 
next place, they are not my ancestors, nor yours 
either ; for mine were Norman, and yours, I take it 
by your name, were Gael. And, in the next, I 
differ from you about the ' refinement ' which has 
banished the comedies of Congreve. Are not the 
comedies of S/ieridan acted to the thinnest houses ? 
I k/iow (as ex-c<manitled) that ' The School for Scan- 
dal ' was the vmrst stock piece upon record. I 
also know that Congreve gave up writing because 
Mrs. Centlivre's balderdash drove his comedies off. 
So it is not decency, but stupidity, that does all this ; 
for Sheridan is aa decent a writer as need be, and 
Congreve no worse than Mrs. Centlivre, of whom 
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Wilki (the actor) said, ' nut only her play would be 
damned, but she too.' He alluded to ' A Bold 
Stroke Tor a Wile.' But last, and most to the pur- 
pose, Pulci is not an t7K&w«( writer — at least in 
his first Canto, as you will have perceived by this 

"You talk of refinement! — are you all wiore 
moral? are you so moral ? No each thing. / know 
what the world is in England, by my own proper ex- 
perience of the best of it — at least of the loftiest; 
and I have described it every where as it is to be 
found in all places. 

" But to return. I should like to see the proofs 

of mine answer, because there will be something to 

omit or to alter. But pray let it be carefully 

printed. When convenient let me have an answer. 

" Yours." 

LmEnaee. TO MR. HOPPNEB. 

" Ravenna, March 31. ISOQ. 

" Ravenna continues much the same as I de- 
scribed it. Conversazioni all Lent, and much better 
ones than any at Venice. There are small games at 
hazard, that is, faro, where nobody can point more 
than a shilling or two ; — other card-tahles, and as 
much talk and coffee as you please. Every body 
does and says what they please ; and I do not recol- 
lect any disagreeable events, except being three 
times falsely accused of flirtation, and once being 
robbed of six sixpences by a nobleman of the city, s 
Count • ■ •. I did not suspect the illustrious 
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delinquent; but the Countess V • • • and [he 
Marquis L " • • told me of i t directly, and also that 
it was a way he had, of filching money when he 
saw it before him ; but I did not ax him for the 
cash, but contented myself with telling him that it 
he did it again, 1 should anticipate the law. 

" There is to bt a theatre in April, and a fair, and 
tui opera, and another opera in June, besides the 
fine weather of nature's giving, and the rides in the 
Forest of Pine. With my best respects to Mrs. 
Hoppner, believe me ever, &c. BvnoN. 

*' P. S. Could you give me an item of wlmt 
books remain at Venice ? I don't want them, but 
want to know whether the few that are not here 
are there, and were not lost by the way, 1 hope 
and trust you have got all your wine safe, and that 
it is drinkable. Allegra is prettier, 1 think, but as 
obstinate as a mule, and as ravenous as a vulture : 
health good, to judge of the complexion — temper 
tolerable, but for vanity and pertinacity. She thinks 
herself handsome, and will do as she pleases." 

LwT«« 367. TO MR. MURBAr. 

" Rflsenna, April 9. i8M. 

" In the name of all the devils in the printing- 
office, why don't you write to acknowledge the re- 
ceipt of the second, third, and fourth packets, viz. 
the Pulci translation and origmal, the Danticles, the 
Observations on, &c.? You forget that you keep 
In hot water till I know whether they are arrived, 
' I must have the bore of re-copying. 
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" Have you gotten the cream of translations, 
Francesca of Rimini, from the Inferno? Why, I 
have sent you a warehouse of trash within the last 
month, and you have no Bort of feeling about you : 
a pastry-cook would have had twice the gratitude) 
and thanked me at least for the quantity. 

" To make the letter heavier, I enclose you the 
Cardinal Legate's (our Campeius) circular for his 
cODversazione this evening. It ie the anniversary 
of the Pope's (tora-tion, and all polite Christians, 
even of the Lutheran creed, must go and be civil. 
And there will be a circle, and a faro-table, {for 
shillings, that is, they don't allow high play.) and 
all the beauty, nobility, and sanctity of Ravenna 
present. The Cardinal himself is a very good- 
natured little fellow, bishop of Muda, and legate 
here, — a decent believer in all the doctrines of the 
church. He has kept his housekeeper these forty 
years ■ " ■ ■ ; but is reckoned a pious man, and a 
moral liver. 

" I am not quite sure that I won't be among you 
this autumn, for 1 find that business don't go on 
— what with trustees and lawyers — as it should do, 
' with all deliberate speed.' They differ about in- 
veBtments in Ireland. 



I am puzzled ; and so much time is lost by my not 
being upon the spot, what with answers, demurs, 
rejoinders, that it may be I must come and look to 
it ; ibr one says do, and t'other don't, so that 1 know 
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not which way to turn ; but perhaps tlic" can 
manage without me. 

" Yours, &c 

" P. S. I have begun a tragedy on l!ie subject 
of Marino Faliero, the Doge of Venice; but you 
slia'n't see it these six years, if you don't acknow- 
ledge my packets with more quickness and pre- 
cision. Always write, if bul a line, by return ol 
post, when any thing arrives, which is not a mere 
letter. 

" Address direct to Ravenna ; it saves a week's 
time, and much postage." 

Lrarra 368. TO MK. MURRAY. 

" Bavenna, April 16. 1820. 

" Post after post arrives without bringing any 
acknowledgment from you of the different packets 
(excepting the first) which I sent within the last two 
months, all of which ought to be arrived long ere 
DOW ; and as they were announced in other letters, 
you ought at least to say whether they are come or 
not. You are not expected to write frequent, or 
long letters, as your time is much occupied; but 
when parcels that have cost some pains in the com- 
position, and great trouble in the copying, are sent 
to you, I should at least be put out of suspense, by 
the immediate acknowledgment, per return of post, 
addressed (iirec^y to Rauenna. I am naturally — 
knowing what continental pasta are ' — anxious to 
hear that they are arrived ; especially as I loathe the 
task of copying so much, that if there was a liuman 
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being that could copy my blotted MSS. be Ebould 
have all they caa ever bring for hia trouble. All I 
desire is two lines, to say, such a day I received such 
B packet. There are at least six. unacknowledged. 
This is neilher kind nor courteous. 

" I have, besides, another reason for desiring 
you to be speedy, irhJch is, that there is that brew- 
ing in Italy which will speedily cut off all security 
of communication, and set all your Anglo- travellers 
flying in every direction, with their usual fortitude 
in foreign tumults. The Spanish and French afiairs 
have set the Italians in a ferment ; and no wonder : 
they have been too long trampled on. This will 
make a sad scene for your exquisite traveller, but 
not for the resident, who naturally wishes a people 
to redress itself. I shall, if permitted by tlie natives, 
remain to see what will come of it, and perhaps to 
take a turn with them, like Dugald Dalgetty and 
his horse, in case of business ; for I shall think it 
by far the most interesting spectacle and moment 
in existence, to see the Italians send the barbarians 
of all nations back to their own dens. I have lived 
long enough among them to feel more for them as 
a nation than for any other people in existence. But 
they want union, and they want principle; and I 
doubt their success. However, they will try, pro- 
oably, and if they do, it will be a good cause. No 
Italian can hate an Austrian more than 1 do : unless 
it be the English, the Austrians seem to me the 
most obnoxious race under the sky. 

" But I doubt, if any thing be done, it won't be 
■0 quietly as in Spain. To be Eure, revolutions ar« 
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not to be made with rose-water, where there are 
foreigners as masters, 

" Write while you can ; for it is but the tosB up of 
B paul that there will not be a row that will some- 
what retard the mail by and by. 

" Yours," &c. 



LETTfaSsg. TO Mil. HOPPNER. 

" Ravenna, April IS. 1820. 

" I have caused write to Siri and Willhalm to 
send with Vinceuza, in a boat, the camp-beds and 
swords left in their care when I quitted Venice. 
There are also several pounds of Mantcin't best 
powder in a Japan case; but unless I felt Eure of 
getting it away from V. without seizure, I won't 
have it ventured. I can get it in here, by means of 
an acquaintance in the customs, who has offered to 
get it ashore for me ; but should tike to be certiorated 
of its safety in leaving Venice. I would not lose it 
for its weight ia gold — there is none such in Italy, 
as I take it to be. 

" I wrote to you a week or so ago, and hope you 
are in good plight and spirits. Sir Humphry Davy 
is here, and was last night at the Cardinal's. As I 
had been there last Sunday, and yesterday was 
warm, I did not go, which I should have done, if I 
had thought of meeting the man of chemistry. He 
called tlus morning, and I sliall go in search of him 
at Corso time. I believe to-day, being Monday, 
there is no great conversazione, and only tlie family 
one at the MarcheseCav3lli's,K'hereIgoasareZaA'on 
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sometimes, so that, unless he stays a day or two, ' 
should hardly meet in public. 

" The theatre is to open in May for the fair, if 
there is not a row in alt Italy by that time, — the 
Spanish business has set tliem all a constitutioning, 
and what will be the end, no one knows— it is also 
necessary thereunto to have a beginning. 

" Yourg, Sic, 

" P. S. My benediction to Mrs. Hoppner. How 
is your little boy? AUegra is growing, and has 
increased in good looks and obstinacy." 






TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Ravenna, April 23. 19; 

" The proofs don't contain the la^t stanzas of 
Canto second, but end abruptly with the I05th 
■tanza. 

" I told you long ago that the new Cantos • were 
not good, and I also told i/oa a reason. Recollect, I 
do not oblige you to publish them ; you may sup- 
press them, if you like, but I can alter notliing. I 
have erased the six stanzas about those two impostors 
■ • ■ • (which I suppose will give you 
great pleasure), but I can do no more. I cai; 
neitlier recast, nor replace ; but I give you leave to 
put it all into the lire, if you like, or ;«>< to publish, 
and I think that's sufficient. 

" I told you that I wrote on with no good will — 
that I had been, not frightened, but hurt by the 
outcry, and, besides, that when I wrote last November, 

* Of Don Juiui. 
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I was ill in body, and in very great distreBB of mind 
about some private tilings of my ow-n ; but gnu 
would have it: so 1 sent it to you, and to make it 
lighter, cut it in two — but 1 can't piece it together 
again. I can't cobble : I muBt ' either make a spoon 
or spoil a horn,' ^ and there's an end; for there's 
no remeid : but I leave you free will to Buppresa the 
whole, if you like it 

" About the Morgaiile Maggiore, I won't have a 
line omitted. It may circulate, or it may not ; but 
all the criticism on eartli sha'o't touch a line, unless 
it be because it is hadty translated. Now you say, 
and I say, and others say, that the translation is a 
good one ; and so it shall go to press as it is. Puici 
must answer for his own irreligion : I answer for the 
translation only. 

" Pray let Mr. Hobhouae look to the Italian next • 
time in the proofs; this time, while I am scribbling 
to you, they are corrected by one who passes for 
the prettiest woman in Romagna, and even the 
Marches, as far as Ancona, be the other who she 
may. 

" I am glad you like my answer to your enquiries 
about Italian society. It is fit you should like 
aonutk'iig, and be d — A to yaa. 

" My love to Scott, 1 shall think higher of 
knighthood ever after for his being dubbed. Ry 
the way, he is tlie first poet titled for his talent 
in Britain : it has happened abroad before now ; but 
on tl'fi Continent titles are universal and worthless. 
Why don't you send me Ivanhoe and the Monas- 
tery ? I have never written to Sir Walter, for I know 
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he has a thousand things, and I a thousand nothings, 
to do ; but I hope to see him at Abbotsford before 
very long, and 1 will sweat his claret for him, though 
Italian abstemiousness has made my brain but a 
shiipit concern tor a Scotch sitting ■ inter pocula.' 
I love Scott, and Mooce, and all the better brethren ; 
but I hate and abhor that puddle of water-worms 
whom you have taken into your troop. 

■' Yours, &c. 

« P. S. You say that ime kaif is very good: you 
are mvng ; for, if it were, it would be the finest 
poem in eKistence. Where is the poetry of which 
one Aa//' is good? is it the^Vj«*rf? is it ilfi/fow's? is 
it Dryiien'sl is it any one's except Pope's and 
Goldsmith's, of which all is good? and yet these 
two last are the poets your pond poets would 
explode. But if one luilf of the two new Cantos be 
good in your opinion, what the devil would you 
have more? No— no; no poetry is generally ^oaA 
— only by fits and starts — and you are lucky to get 
a sparkle here and there. You might as well want 
a midnight all stars as rhyme all perfect. 

" We are on the verge of a row here. Last night 
they have overwritten ail the city walls with ' Up 
with the republic I' and ' Death to the Pope!' &c. 
&c This would be nothing in London, where the 
walls are privileged. But here it is a different 
thing: they are not used to such fierce political in- 
ecriptions, and the police is all on the alert, and a\e 
Cardinal glares pale through all his purple. 
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" April 24. 1820. 8 o'clock, v.yt. 

" The police have been, all noon and after, 
searching for the inscribers, but have caught none 
as yet. They must have been all night about it, for 
the ' Live republics — Death to Popes and Priests,' 
are innumerable, and plastered over all the palaces : 
ours has plenty. There is ' Down with the Nobility," 
too ; they are down enough already, for that matter, 
A very heavy rain and wind having come on, I did 
not go out and ' sfcirr the country;' but I shall 
mount to-morrow, and take a canter among the 
peasantry, who are a savage, resolute race, always 
riding with guns in their hands. I wonder they 
don't suspect the serenaders, for they play on the 
guitar here all night, as m Spain, to their mistresses. 
" Talking of politics, as Caleb Quotem says, pray 
look at the conclusion of my Ode on Waterloo, 
written in the year 1815, and, comparing it with 
the Duke de Bcrri's catastrophe in 1820, tell me if 
I have not as good a right to the character of 
' Vittes,' in both senses of the word, as Fitzgerald 
and Coleridge ? 

" ' Crimson tears will follow yet — ■ 

and have not they ? 

"I can't pretend to foresee what will happen 
among you Englishers at this distance, but I vati- 
cinate a row in Italy ; in whilk case, I don't know 
that I won't have a finger in it. I dislike the 
Austrians, and think the Italians infamously op- 
pressed ; and if they begin, why, I will recommend 
■ the erection of a sconce upon Drumsnab,' like 
Dugald Dalgetty." 

x2 



LrrrKK371. TO MR. MURRAY. 

'• Raveona, May S. IflHO. 

" From your not having written again, an intention 
which your letter of the Tth ultimo indicated, I 
have to presume that the ' Pruphecy of Dante' has 
not been found more worthy than its predecessors 
in the eyes of your illustrious synod. In that case, 
you will be in some perplexity; to end which, 1 
repeat to you, that you are not to consider yourself 
as bound or pledged to publish any thing becauae it 
is mine, but always to act according to your own 
views, or opinions, or those of your friends; and to 
be sure that you will in no degree offend me by 
' declining the article,' to use a technical phrase. 
The prose observations on John Wilson's attack, I 
do not intend for publication at this time ; and I 
send a copy of verses to Mr. Rinnaird (they were 
written last year on crossing the Po) which must 
not be published either. I mention this, because it 
is probable he may give you a copy. Pray recollect 
this, as they are mere verses of society, and written 
upon private feelings and passions. And, n 
I can't consent to any mutilations 
Pulci; the original has been ever free froiu such in 
Italy, the capital of Christianity, and the translation 
may be so in England ; though you will think it 
strange that they should have allowed such Jreedont 
for many centuries to the Morgante, while the other 
day they confiscated the whole translation of the 
fourth Canto of Childe Harold, and have persecuted 
Leoni, the translator — so he writes me, and so I 
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could have told him, had he consulted me before 
his publication. This shows how much more politics 
interest men in these parts than religion. Half a 
dozen invectives against tyranny confiscate Childe 
Harold in a month ; and eight and twenty cantos of 
quizzing monks and knights, and church govern- 
ment, are lot loose for centuriea. I copy Leoni's 



" ' Non ignorera forse che la mia versione del 
4° Canto del Childe Harold fu confiscata in ogni 
parte : ed io stesso ho dovuto softrir vessazioni 
aJtrettanto ridicole quanto illiberaii, ad arte che 
alcuni versi fossero esclusi dolla censura. Ma 
siccome il divieto non fa d'ordinario che accrescere 
la curiositi cosl quel carme suU' Italia ^ ricercato 
pill che mai, e penso di ferlo ristampare in Inghil- 
twm senza nulla escludere. Sciagurata condizione 
di questa mia patria I se patria si puo chiamare una 
terra cosi awilita dalla fbrtuna, dagli uomini, da se 
medesima.' 

" Rose will translate this to you. Has he had his 
letter ? I enclosed it to you months ago. 

" This intended piece of pubhcation I shall dis- 
suade him from, or he may chance to see the inside 
of Si. Angelo's. The last sentence of hia letter 
is the common and pathetic sentiment of all his 
CDUDtrymen. 

" Sir Humphry Davy was here last fortnight, and 
I was in his company in the house of a very pretty 
Italian lady of rank, who, by way of displaying her 
learning in presence of the great chemigt, then 
describing his fourteenth ascension to Mount Ye* 
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suvius, asked ' if there was not a similar volcano in 
Irehmdf My only notion of on Irish volcano con- 
sisted of the lake of Killarney, which I naturally 
conceived her to mean ; but, on aecond thoughts, I 
divined that she alluded to /cvland and to Hecla — 
and BO it proved, though she sustained her volcanic 
topi^raphy for some time with all the amiable per- 
tinacity of ' the feminie.' She aoon after turned 
to me and asked me various questions about Sir 
Humphry's philosophy, and I explained as well as an 
oracle his skill in gasen safety lamps, and unglulng 
the Pompeian MSS, ' But what do you call him?" 
said she. ' A great chemist,' quolh I. ' What can 
he do?' repeated the lady. ■ Almost any thing,' 
said I. ■ Oh, then, mio caro, do pray beg him to 
give me something to dye my eyebrows black. I 
have tried a thousand things, and the colours all 
come off; and besides, they don't grow; can't he 
invent something to make them grow?' All this 
with the greatest earnestness ; and what you will 
be surprised at, she is neither ignorant nor a fool, 
but really well educated and clever. But they 
speak like children, when first out of their con- 
vents ; and, after all, this is better than an English 
blue -stocking. 

" I did not tell Sir Humphry of this last piece 
of philosophy, not knowing how he might take it. 
Davy was much taken with liavenna, and the primi- 
tive Italianism of the people, who are unused to 
foreigners : but he only stayed a day. 

" Send me Scott's novels and some news. 

" P. S. 1 have begun and advanced into the second 
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act of a tragedy on the subject of the Dc^e'i con- 
spiracy (t. e. the story of Marino Faliero) ; but my 
present feehng is so little encouraging on such 
matters, that I begin to think 1 have mined my 
talent out, and proceed in no great phantasy of 
finding a new vein. 

"P. 8. I sometimes think (if the Italians don't rise) 
of coming over to England in the autumn after the 
coronation, (at which I would not appear, on ac- 
count of my ^mtly schism,) but as yet I can decide 
nothing. The place must be a great deal changed 
since I left it, now more than four years ago." 



I 



LmuST2. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, May 20. 1820. 

" Murray, my dear, make my respects to Thomas 
Campbell, and tell him from me, with faith and 
friendship, three things that he must right in his 
poets : Firstly, he says Anstey's Bath Guide cha- 
racters are taken from Smollett. 'Tis impossible : 
— the Guide was published in 1766, and Humphrey 
Clinker in 1771 — dvnque, 'tis Smollett who has 
taken from Anstey. Secondly, he docs not know 
to whom Cowper sjludeg; when he says that there 
was one who ' built a church to God, and then 
blaEphemed his name : ' it was ' Deo erexit Voltaire ' 
to whom that maniacd Calvinist and coddled poet 
alludes. Thirdly, he misquotes and spoils a passage 
from Shakspeare, ' to gild refined gold, to paint the 
lily,' &c. ; for lib/ he puts rose, and bedevils in more 
words than one the whole quotation. 
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'■ Now, Tom is a fine fellow ; but he ehould be 
correct ; for the first is an injiutice (to Anstey). the 
Becond an iffnoramx, aad the third a blunder. Tell 
him all this, and let him take it in good port; for I 
might have rammed it into a review and rowed him 
— instead of which, I act like a Christian. 

" Yours," &C. 



L1TTX11373. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Raienna^ Ma; 1.0. 1B30. 

" First and foremoat, you must forward my letter 
to Moore dated 9d January, which I said you might 
open, but desired you to forward. Now, you should 
reaJly not forget these little things, because they do 
mischief among friends. You are an excellent man, 
a great man, and live among great men, but do pray 
recollect your absent friends and authors. 

" In the first place, your packets; then a letter 
Irom Kinnatrd, on the moat urgent business ; another 
from Moore, about a communication to Lady Byron 
of importance ; a fourth from the mother of AUegra; 
and, fifthly, at Ravenna, the Countess G. is on the 
eve of being separated. But the Italian public are 
on her side, particularly the women, — and the men 
also, because they say that he had no business to 
take the business up now alter a year of toleration. 
All her relations (who are numerous, high in rank, 
and powerful) are furious against him for his con- 
duct. I am warned to be on my guard, as he is very 
capable of employing sicarii — this is Latin as well 
as Italian, so you can understand it ; but I have arms, 
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and don't mind them, thinking that I could pepper 
his ragamuffins, if they don't come unawares, and 
that, if they do, one may as well end that way 
as another; and it would besides serve you as an 
advertisement : — 

" Man may eacapc Trom rope or ^ti, 9lc, 

" P. S. I have looked over the press, but heaven 
knows how. Think what I have on hand and the 
post going out to-morrow. Do you remember the 
epitaph on Voltaire ? 

" ' Ci-git l-enfanl gSW,' &e. 



The original is in Grimm and Diderot, &c. &C. &c." 



I,eii(b3T4. to MR. MOORE. 

" Rayenna, May 24. 189a 

« I wrote to you a few days ngo. There is also 
a letter of January last for you at Murray's, which 
will explain to you why I am here. Murray ought 
to have forwarded it long ago. I enclose you an 
epistle from a countrywoman of yours at Paris, 
which has moved my entrails. You will have 
the goodness, perhaps, to enquire into the truth 
of her story, and I will help her as far as I can, — 
though not in the useless way she proposes.' Her 
letter is evidently unstudied, and so natural, that 
the orthography is also in a state of nature. 
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" Here is a poor creature, ill and solitary, who 
thinks, OS a last resource, of translating you or me 
into French [ Was there ever such a notion ? It 
seems to mc the consummation of despair. Pray 
enquire, and let me know, and, if you could draw 
a bill on me here for a few jiundred francs, at your 
banker's, 1 will duly honour it, — that is, if she is 
not an impostor.* If not, let me know, that I may 
get something remitted by my banker Longhi, of 
Bologna, for I have no correspondence myself, at 
Paris : but tell her she must not translate ; — if she 
does, it will be the height of ingratitude. 

"I had a letter (not of the same kind, but in 
French and flattery) from a Madame Sophie Gail, 
of Paris, whom I take to be the spouse of a Gallo- 
Greek of that name. Who ia she? and what is she? 
and how came she to take an interest in my poeiMe 
or its author? If you know her, tell her, with my 
compliments, that, as I only read French, 1 have 
not answered ber letter ; but would have done so 
in Italian, if I had not thought it would look like an 
affectation. I have just been scolding my monkey 

• According to hia desire, I waited upon this jioung lidy, 
having provided myself with a rouleau of fifteen or twenty 
Napoleons to present to her from his Lordship ; but, with a 
Tery creditable spirit, my young counlrywomaa declined the 
gift, saying that Lord Byron had mistaken the abject of her 

to have the sheets of some of his works liefore publication, he 
would enable her to pnpare early translations for the French 
bocdiselleTs, and thus afford her the means of acquiring some- 
thing towards a tiveliliood. 



I 



182a LIPE OF LORD BYRON. 315 

for tearing the Beal of her letter, and epoiling a 
mock boob, in which I put rose leaves. I had a 
civet-cat the other day, too; but it ran away, after 
scratching my monkey's cheek, and 1 am in search 
of it Etill. It was the fiercest beast I ever saw, and 
like • * in the face and manner. 

" I have a world of things to say ; but, as they 
iTTB not come to a denouement, I don't care to begin 
iheir history till it is wound up. After jou went, 
I had a fever, but got well again without bark. 
Sir Humphry Davy was here the other day, and 
liked Ravenna very much. He will tell you any 
thing you may wish to know about the place and 
your humble servitor. 

" Your apprehensions (arising from Scott's) were 
unfounded. There are tio damages in this country, 
but there will probably be a separation between 
them, as her family, whicli is a principal one, by its 
connections, are very much against him, for the 
whole of his conduct ; — and he is old and obstinate, 
and she is young and a woman, determined to sacri- 
fice every thing to her affections. I have given her 
the best advice, viz, to stay with him, — pointing 
out the state of a separated woman, (for the priests 
won't let lovers live openly together, unless the 
husband sanctions it,) and making the most es- 
quisite moral reflections, — but to no purpose. She 
says, ' I will stay with him, if he will let you remain 
with me. It is hard that I should be the only 
woman in Romagna who is not to have her Amico ; 
but, if not, I will not live with him ; and as for the 
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matequeace», love, &c. &c. &c' — you know bow 
fedulm reiuon an such occasiona. 

" He wys he has lei it go on till he can do so no 
toiler. But lie wants her to stay, and dismiss me; 
(ot he doesn't like to pay back her dowry and to 
joake an alimony. Her relations are rather for the 
geparation, as they detest him, — indeed, bo does 
every body. The populace and the women are, at 
usual, ali for those who are in the wrong, viz, the 
lady and her lover. I should have retreated, but 
boDDur, and an erysipelas which has attacked hxx^ 
prevent me, — to say nothing of love, for I lovebi 
moat entirely, though not enough to persuade Ii 
to sacrifice every ihin^ to a freiwy. ' I see how ij 
will end ; she will be the sixteenth Mrs. Shuffleta 

" My paper is finished, and so must this letter. 1 
" Yours ever, B. J 

" P. S. I regret that you have not completed tl 
Italian Fudges. Pray, how come you to be still d 
Paris? Murray has four or five things of n 
hand — the new Don Juan, which his back-«li(M 
synod don't admire; — a translation of the finl 
Canto of Pulci's Morgante Maggiore, excellent j-^^ 
a short ditto from Dante, not so much i 
the Prophecy of Dante, very grand and worthy, S 
&C&C,; — a furious prose answer to Btackwoo 
Observations on Don Juan, with a savage Defence d 
Pope — likely to n>3ke a row. The opinions a 
I quote from Murray and his Utican senate j — 
will form your own. when you see the things. 

" You will have no great chance of seeing me 



isao. WE OS LORD I 

I begin to think I must Hnifh io Italy. But, if you 
come my way, you shall have a tureen of macaroni. 
Pray tell me about yourself, and your ii 

" My trustees are going to lend Earl Blessington 
sixty thousand pounds (at six per cent.) on a Dublin 
mortgage. Only think of my becoming an Irish 
absentee I " 

L»Tmi37S. TO MR. HOPPNEB. 

" Ravenna, May 25. 1820. 

" A German named Ruppsecht has i 
heaven knows why, several Deutsche Gazettes, of 
all which I understand neither word nor letter. I 
have sent you the enclosed to beg you to translate 
to me some remarks, which appear to be Goethe's 
vpon Manfred — and if I may judge by tivo n 
admiration (generally put al^er something ridiculous 
by ub) and the word ' kifpocondrisch,' are any thing 
hut favourable. I shall regret this, for I should 
have been proud of Goethe's good word ; but I 
sha'n't alter my opinion of him, even though he 
should be savage. 

" Will you excuse this trouble, and do me this 
favour? — Never mind — soften nothing— lam lite- 
rary proof — having had good and evil said in most 
modem languages. 

" Believe me," &c. 



L£rnR376. TO MR. MOORE. 

■' Raienna, June 1. liJSO. 

" I have received a Parisian letter from W. W., 

which I prefer answering through you, if that worthy 
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be still at Paris, and, sb he says, an occasional visiter 
of yours. In November last he wrote to me a well- 
meaning letter, stating, for some reasons of his owit 
his belief that a re-union might he effected between 
Lady B. and myself. To this I answered as usual ; 
and he sent tne a second letter, repeating his 
notions, which letter I have never answered, having 
had a thousand other things to think of. 
writes as if he believed that he had offended me by I 
touching on the topic ; and I wish you to assure him 
that I am not at all so, — but, on the contrary, 
obliged by his good nature. At the same time 
acquaint him iAe ihitig is impossible. 
this, as well as I,— and there let it end. 

" I believe that I showed you his epistle in autunm 1 
last. He Bsks me if I have heard of my ' laureat' ' 
at Paris*, — somebody who has written 'a most 
sanguinary Epltre' against me; but whether in 
French, or Dutch, or on what score, I know not, 
and he don't say, — except that (for my satisfaction) 
he says it is the best thing in the fellow's volume. 
If tbere is any thing of the kind that I ought to 
know, you will doubtless tell me. I suppose it to 
be something of the usual sort; — he says, he don't , 
remember the author's name. 

" I wrote to you some ten days ago, and expect I 
an answer at your leisure. 

" The separation business still continues, and all 
the world are implicated, including priests and 
cardinals. The public opinion is furious against 



I 
I 



him, because he ought to have cut the matter short 
at first, and not watted twelve months to begin. 
He has been trying at evidence, but can get none 
suffidentj for what would make fift}- divorces ir 
England won't do here — there must be the most 
decided proofs. 

" It is the first cause of the kind attempted in 
Ravenna for these two hundred years ; for, though 
they often separate, they assign a different motive. 
You know that the continental incontinent are more 
delicate than the English, and don't like proclairaing 
their coronation in a com*!, even when nobody 
doubts it. 

" All her relations are furious against him. The 
father has challenged him — a superfluous valour, 
for he don't tight, though suspected of two assasgi- 
nations — one of the famous Monzoni of Forli, 
Warning was given me not to take such long rides 
in the Pine Forest without being on my guard ; so I 
take my stiletto and a pair of pistols in my pocket 
during my daily rides. 

" I won't stir from this place till the matter is 
settled one way or the other. She is as femininely 
firm as possible ; and the opinion is so much against 
him, that the advocates derJine to undertake his 
cause, because they say that he is either a fool or a 
rogue— fool, if he did not discover the liaison till 
now ; and rogue, if he did know it, and waited, for 
some bad end, to divulge it In short, there has 
been nothing like it since the days of Guido di 
Polenta's family, in these parts. 
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in has me taken off, like Foloi: 



1 ' say, he 



330 

made a good end,' — for a mclodrame. The princi- 
pal security b, that he has not the courage to 
spend twenty scudi — the average price of a clean- 
handed bravo — otherwise there is no want of oppor- 
unityi for I ride about the woods every evening, 
with one servant, and sometimes an acquaintance, 
who latterly looks a little queer in solitary bits of 
bushes. 

" Good bye. — Write to yours ever," &c, 



LiTTEK 377. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, June 7. 1820. 

" Enclosed is something which will interest you, to 
wit, the opinion of the greatest man of Germany — 
perhaps of Europe — upon one of the great men of 
your advertisements, (all ' famous hands,' as Jacob 
Tonson used to say of his ragamuffins,) — in short, a 
critique of Goethe's upon Manfred. There is the 
original, an English translation, and an Italian one ; 
keep them all in your archives, — tor the opintons of 
such a man as Goethe, whether favourable or not, 
are always interesting — and this is more so, as 
favourable. His Faust I never read, for I don't 
know German; but Matthew Monk Lewis, in 1816, 
at Coligny, translated most of it to me viva voce, 
and I was naturally much struck with it ; but it was 
the Steinbaek and the Juneau, and something 
else, much more than Faustus, tliat made me write 
Manfred. The first scene, however, and that of 
Faustus are very similar. Acknowledge this letter. 
" Yours ever. 
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" p. S. I have received Ivanhoe;—good. Prav 
send me some tooth-powder and tincture of myrrh, 
by Watte, &c. Ricciardetto should liave been tnim- 
laled liCeralli/, or not at all. As to puffing fVliisth- 
crafi, it HKMiV do, I'll tell you why some day or 
otlier. Cornwall's a poet, but spoilt by the detest- 
able schools of the day. Mrs. Hemuis is a poet 
also, but too stiltified and apostrophic, — and quite 
wrong. Meo died calmly before the Christian era, 
and since, without Christianity : witness the Romans, 
and, lately, Thistlewood, Sandt, and Lovel — mm 
who ought to have been weighed down with Ih&r 
crimes, even had Aey believed. A deathbed is a 
matter of nerves and constitution, and not of reli- 
gion. Voltaire was frightened, Frederick of Prussia 
not : Christians the same, according to their strength 
rather than their creed. What does H • • H • " 
mean by his stanza? which is octave got drunk or 
gone mad. He ought to have his ears boxed with 
Tlior's hammer for rhyming so fantastically." 

The following Is the article from Goethe's " Kunst 
und Alterthura," enclosed in this letter. The grave 
confidence with which the venerable critic traces the 
^ncies of his brother poet to real persons and events, 
making no difficulty even of a double murder at Flo- 
rence to furnish grounds for his theory, affords an 
amusing instance of the disposition so prevalent 
throughout Europe, to picture Byron as a man of 
marvels and mysteries, as well in his life as his 
poetry. To these exaggerated, or wholly false no- 
tions of him, the numerous lictiona palmed upon the 
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worldofhis romantic tours and wonderful adventureH 
in places he never saw, and with persons that never' 
existed *, have, no doubt, considerably contributed ; 
and the coneequence is, so utterly out of truth and 
nature are tlie representations of his life and cha- 
racter long current upon the Continent, that it may 
be questioned whether the Teal " flesh and blood " 
hero of these pages, — the social, practical-minded, 
and, with all his faults and eccentricities, English 
Lord Byron, — may not, to the over-exalted imagin- 
ations of most of hia foreign admirers, appear but &n 
ordinary, unroniantic, and prosaic personage. 

" GOETHE ON MANFRED. 
[1S20.] 
" Byron's tragedy, Manfred, was to me a wonder- 
ful phenomenon, and mie that closely touched me. 
This singular intellectual poet has talien my Faustus 
to himself, and extracted from it the strongest 
nourishment for his h3^achondriac humour. He has 
made use of the impelling principles in his own way, 

■ Of tbu kind ore the bccoudIb, Ulled wttb bII eotIs of cir- 
ciimstanlial wondera, of hie residence in the island of Myti- 
lene; — his Toyages to Sicily, — lo Ithaca, with the Countess 
Guiccioli, &c. &c. But the most absurd, perhaps, of all 
these fabrications, are the stories told by Pouqueyille, of the 
poet's religious conferences in the cell of Father Paul, st 
Athens; and the still more uDconsdonahle fiction in which 
Riio has indulged, in giving the details of a pretended thea- 
trical scene, got up (according to ihis poetical historian) be- 
tween Lord Byron and tlie Archbishop of Aria, al the totnB 
of Botzaris, in MissolDnghi. 
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for his own purposes, bo tliatno one of tliem remains 
the same ; and it is particularly on this account that 
I cannot enough adntire Jiis genius. The whole is 
in this way bo completely formed anew, that it would 
be an interesting task for the critic to point out 
not only the alterations he has made, but their 
degree of resemblance with, or disairailarity to, the 
original : in the course of which I cannot deny that 
the gloomy heat of an unbounded and exuberant 
despair becomes at last oppressive to us. Yet is the 
dissatisfactiMi we feel always connected with esteem 
and admiration. 

" We find thus in this tragedy the quintessence 
of the most astonishing talent born to be its own 
tormentor. The character of Lord Byron's life and 
poetry hardly permits a just and equitable appreci- 
ation. He has often enough confessed what it is 
that torments Iiint. He has repeatedly pourtrayed 
it 1 and scarcely any one feels compassion for tliis 
intolerable suffering, over which he is ever labo- 
riously ruminating. There are, properly speaking, 
two females whose phantoms for ever haunt him, and 
which, in this piece also, perform principal parts — 
one under the name of Astarte, the other without 
form or actual presence, and merely a voice, Ot 
the horrid occurrence which took place with the 
former, the following is related : — When a bold and 
enterprising young man, lie won the affections of a 
Florentine lady. Her husband discovered the amour, 
and murdered his wife ; but the murderer was the 
same night found dead in the street, and there was 



no one on whom any suspicion tould be attached. 
Lord Byron remoyed from Florence, and these 
Bpirits haunted him all his life after. 

" Tliia romantic incide.it is rendered highly pro- 
bahle by innumerable allusions to it in his poems. 
As, for instance, when turning his sad contempla- 
tionB inwards, he applies to himself the fatal history 
of the king of Sparta. It is as follows : — Pauaanias, 
a Lacedemonian general, acquires glory by the un- 
portant victory at Platsa, but afterwards forfeits the 
confidence of his countrymen through his arrogance, 
obstinacy, and secret intrigues with the enemies of 
hia country. This man draws upon himself the 
heavy guilt of innocent blood, which attends him to 
his end ; for, while commanding the fleet of the 
allied Greeks, in the Black Sea, he is inflamed with 
a violent passion for a Byzantine maiden. After 
Jong resistance, he at length obtains her from her 
parents, and she is to be delivered up to him at 
night. She modestly desires the servant to put out 
the lamp, and, while groping her way in the dark, 
she overturns it. PausanJas is awakened from his 
sleep — apprehensive of an attack from murderers, 
he seizes his sword, and destroys his mistress. The 
horrid sight never leaves him. Her Khode pursues 
him unceasingly, and he implores for aid in vain from 
the gods and the exorcising priests. 

" That poet must have a lacerated heart who 
selects such a scene from antiquity, appropriates it 
to himself, and burdens his tragic image with it. 
The following soliloquy, which is overladen with 
gloom and a wearmess of life, is, by this remark, ren- 
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dered intelligible. We recommend it as an exercise 
to all friends of declamation. Hamlet's soliloquy 
appears improved upon here."* 



LBTTia378. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Ravennn, June 9. 1S30. 

" Galignani has Just sent me the Paris edition of 
your works (which I wrote to order), and I am glad 
to see my old fHends with a French face. 1 have 
been skimming and dipping, in and over them, like 
a swallow, and as pleased as one. It is the first time 
that I had seen the Melodies without music ; and, 
I don't know how, but I can't read in a music-hook 
— the crotchets confound the words in my head, 
though I recollect them perfectly when sung. Music 
assists my memory through the ear, not through the 
eye ; I mean, that her quavers perplex me upon 
paper, but they are a help when heard. And thus 1 
was glad to see the words without their borrowed 
robes ; — to my mind they look none tlie worse for 
their nudity. 

" Tlie biographer has made a botch of your life — 
calling your father ' a venerable old gentleman,' and 
prattling of ' Addison,' and ' dowager countesses,' 
If that damned fellow was to wrile my life, I would 
certainly toiAe Aw. And then, at the Dublin dinner, 
you hai'e ' made a speech ' (do you recollect, at 

• The c. 
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Douglas K.*8, < Sir, he made me a speech ? ') too 
complimentary to the * living poets/ and somewhat^ 
redolent of universal praise, /am but too well off 
in it, but * * *. 

'< You have not sent me any poetical or personal 
news of yourself. Why don't you complete an 
Italian Tour of the Fudges ? I have just been turn- 
ing over Little, which I knew by heart in 1803, 
being then in my fifteenth summer. Heigho I I be- 
lieve all the mischief I have ever done, or sung, has 
been owing to that confounded book of yours. 

" In my last I told you of a cargo of * Poeshie,' 
which I had sent to M. at his own impatient desire; 
— and, now he has got it, he don't like it, and de- 
murs. Perhaps he is right. I have no great 
opinion of any of my last shipment, except a trans- 
lation from Pulci, which is word for word, and verse 
for verse. 

" I am in the third Act of a Tragedy ; but 
whether it will be finished or not, I know not : I 
have, at this present, too many passions of my own 
on hand to do justice to those of the dead. Besides 
die vexations mentioned in my last, I have incurred 
a quarrel with the Pope's carabiniers, or gens 
d armerie, who have petitioned the Cardinal ag^st 
my liveries, as resembling too nearly their own lousy 
uniform. They particularly object to the epaulettes, 
which all the world with us have on upQn gala days. 
My liveries are of the colours conforming to my 
arras, and have been the family hue since the year 
5066. 

<' I have sent a tranchant reply, as you may 8up>% 
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pose ; and have given to understand tliat, if any 
soldados of that respectable corps insult my ser- 
vants, I will do likewise by their gallant comman- 
ders ; and I have directed my ragamuffins, six in 
number, who are tolerably savage, to defend them- 
selves, in case of aggresHton; and, on holidaya.and 
gaudy days, I shall arm the whole set, including my- 
BeU", in case of accidents or treachery. I used to play 
pretty well at the broad-Bword, once upon a time, at 
Angelo's ; but I should like the pistol, our national 
buccaneer weapon, better, though I am out of prac- 
tice at present. However, I can ' wink and hold out 
mine iron.' It makes me think (the whole thing does) 
of Romeo and Juliet — ' now, Gregory, remember 
thy meashing blow.' 

" All these feuds, however, with the Cavalier for 
his wife, and the troopers for my liveries, are very 
tiresome to a quiet man, who does his best to please 
all the world, and longs for fellowship and good will. 
Pray write. I am yours," &c. 



TO MR. MOORE. 



0, July 13. 1 



" To remove or increase your Irish anxiety about 
my being ' in a wisp*,' I answer your letter forth- 
with ; premising that, as I am a ' Will of the wisp,' 
I may chance to flit out of it. But, first, a word on 
the Memoir; — I have no objection, nay, I would 
rniher that one correct copy was taken and deposit- 

* An Irish phrase far being xn a scrape. 
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ed in hmiourable liands, in case of accidents happen* 
ing to tlie original ; for you kuow that I have none, 
and have never even re-read, nor, indeed, read at all 
what is tliere written ; I only know tliat I wrote it 
with the fullest intention to be 'faithful and true' 
in my narrative, but not impartial — no, by the 
Lord 1 I can't pretend to be that, while I feel. But 
1 wish to give everybody concerned the opportunity 
to contradict or correct me. 

" I have no objection to any proper person seeing 
what is there written, — seeing it was written, like 
every thir^ else, for the purpose of being read, how- 
ever much many writings may fail in arriving at that 

" With regard to ' the wisp,' the Pope has pro- 
nounced Ihar icparatioii. Tlie decree came yester- 
day from Babylon, — it was *Ae and her friends who 
demanded it, on the grounds of her husband's (the 
noble Count Cavalier's) extraordinary usage. He 
opposed it with all his might because of the alimony, 
which has been assigned, with all her goods, chat- 
tels, carriage, &c. to be restored by him. In Italy 
they can't divorce. He insisted on her giving me 
up, and he would forgive every thing, — • • 

• " • But, in this country, the very 
courts hold such proofs in abhorrence, the Italians 
being as much more delicate in public than the 
English, as they are more passionate in private. 

" The friends and relatives, who are numerous and 
powerful, reply to him — ' You, yourself, are either 
fool or Icnave, — fool, if you did not see the conse- 
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quences of the approsiraation of these two young 
persons, — knave, if you connive at it. Take your 
choice, — but don'threak out (after twelve months of 
the closest intimacy, under your own eyes and posi- 
tive Ganction) with a scandal, which can only make 
you ridiculous and her unhappy.' 

" He swore that he thought our intercourse was 
purely amicable, and that /was more partial to him 
than to iier, till melancholy testimony proved the 
contrary. To this they answer, that ' Will of diin 
wisp' was not an unknown person, and that ' claniosa 
Fama' had not proclaimed the purity of my morals ; 
— that her brother, a year ago, wrote from Rome to 
warn him that his wife would infallibly be led astray 
by this ignis fatuus, unless he took proper measures, 
all of which he neglected to take, &c. &c. 

" Now lie says that he encouraged my return to 
Ravemia, to see ' in quatifipiedi di acqua siamo,' and 
he has found enough to drown him in. In short, 

(CU« et dit 
ivais milage ; 

On fit caiser le matiage." 

It is but to let the womeo alone, in the way of con- 
flict, for they are sure to win against tlie field. She 
returns to her father's house, and I can only see her 
under great restrictions — such is the custom of the 
country. The relations behave very well : — 1 offered 
any settlement, but they refused to accept it, and 
Bwear she sAa'n'l live with G. (as he has tried to 
prove her faithless), but that he shall maintain her; 



and, in &ct, a judgment to thU effect c 



day, I am, of course, 
enough. 



" I have heard n 



L awkward Bituation 

e of tile carabiaiers who pro- 
tested against my liveries. They are Dot popular, 
those same soldiers, and, in a small row, the other 
night, one was slain, another wounded, and divcra 
put to flight, by some of the Romagnuole youth, who 
are dexterous, and somewhat liberal of the knife. 
The perpetrators are not discovered, but I hope 
and believe that none of my ragamuffins were ii 
though they are somewhat savage, and secretly 
armed, like most of the inhabitants. It is their way, 
and saves sometimes a good deal of litigation. 

" There is a revolution at Naples, If so, it will 
probably leave a card at Ravenna in its way to Lom- 
bardy. 

" Your publishers seem to have used you like m 
M.has shuffled, and almost insinuated that my last 
productions ore dull. Dull, sir ! — damme, dull I 
I believe he is right. He bega for the completio 
my tragedy on Marino Faliero, none of which is yet 
gone to England. The fifth act is nearly completed, 
but it is dreadfully long — 40 sheets of long paper 
of 4 pages each — about 150 when printed ; but 
* BO full of pastime and prodigality ' tliat I think it 

" Pray send and publish your Pome upon me ; and 
don't be afraid of praising me too highly. I shall 
pocket my blushes. 

" ' Not actionable I ' — Chantre deafer !* — by • 

" The title giv™ him by M. Lamartine, in one of h 
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that's ' a speech,' and I won't put up ivich it. A 
pretty title to give a man for doubting if there be 
any such place 1 

" So iny Gail is gone — and Miss Mahiwty won't 
take money. I am very glad of it — I like to be 
generous free of expense. But beg her not to 
translate me. 

" Oh, pray tell Galignani that I shall send him a 
screed of iloctrine if he don't be more punctuaL 
Somebody re^&[r/^rfetei>w(iCT>, and sometimes ^our, 
of his Messengers by the way. Do, pray, entreat 
him to be more precise. News are worth money in 
this remote kingdom of the Ostrogoth?. 

" Pray, reply. I should like much to share some 
of your Champagne and La Fitte, but I am too' 
Italian for Paris in general. Make Murray send my 
letter to you — it is full of epigrams. 

" Yours," &c 

In the separation that had now taken place be- 
tween Count Guiccioli and his wife, it was one of 
the conditions that the lady should, in future, reside' 
under the paternal roof: — in consequence of which, 
Mailame Guiccioli, on the 16thof July, left Ravenna 
and retired to a villa belonging to Count Gamba, 
about fifteen miles distant from that city. Here 
Lord Byron occasionally visited her — about once 
or twice, perhaps, in a month — passing the rest of 
his time in perfect solitude. To a mind like his, 
whose world was within itself, such a mode of life 
could have been neither new nor unwelcome ; but 
to the woman, young and admired, whose acquunU 
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Bnce with the world and its pleo^ures had but just 
begiui. this change was, it must be confessed, mott 
sudden and trying. Count Guiccioli was rich, and, 
a« a young wife, she had gained absolute power over 
liim. She was proud, and his station placed her 
among the highest in Ravenna. They had talked of 
travelling to Naples, Florence, Paris, — and eveiy 
luxury, in short, that wealth could command was at 
her disposal. 

All this she now voluntarily and determinedly 
sacrificed for Byron. Her splendid home abandoned 
— her relations all openly at war with her — her 
kind father but tolerating, from fondness, what he 
could not approve — she was now, upon a pittance 
al'MOl. a year, living apart from the world, her sole 
occupation the task of educating herself for her 
illustrious friendiOnd her sole reward the few brief 
glimpses of him which llicir now restricted inter- 
course allowed. Of the man who could inspire and 
keep alive so devoted a feeling, it may be pronounced 
with confidence that he could not have been such 
as, in the freaks of his own wayward humour, he re- 
presented himself; while, on the lady's side, the 
whole history of her attachment goes to prove how 
completely an Italian woman, whether by nature or 
from her social position, is led to mvert the usual 
course of such firailties among ourselves, and, weak 
in resisting the first impulses of passion, to reserve 
the whole strength of her character for a display of 
cimgtsncy and devotedness ailerwards. 
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Letter 380. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravtnna, July 17. 1820. 

" I have received Bome books, and Quarterlies, and 
Edinburghs, for all which I am grateful : they con- 
tain all I know of Englanil, except by Galignani'3 
newspaper. 

" The tragedy ia completed, but now comes the 
task of copy and correction. It is very long, (42 
slieeU of long paper, of four pages each,) and I be- 
lieve must make more than ]40or 150 pages, besides 
many historical extracts as notes, which I mean to 
append. History is closely followed. Dr. Moore's 
account is in some respects false, and in all foolish 
und flippant. None of the chronicles (and I have 
consulted Sanuto, Sandi, Navagero, and an anony- 
mous Siege of Zara, besides the histories of Laugier, 
Darn, Sismondi, &c.) state, or even hint, that he 
begged hia life ; they merely say that he did not 
deny the conspiracy. He was one of their great 
men, — commanded at the siege of Zara, — beat 
80,000 Hungarians, killing 8000, and at the same 
time kept the town he was besieging in order, — 
took Capo d'Istria, — was ambassador at Genoa, 
Home, and finally Doge, where be fell for treason, 
in attempting to alter the government, by what Sa- 
nuto calls a judgment on him for, many years before 
(when Podesta and Captain of Treviso), having 
knocked down a bishop, who was sluggish in carry- 
ing the host at a procession. He ' saddles him,' as 
TTiwackum did Square, ' witli a judgment ; ' but he 
docs not mention whether he had been punished a 
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ihe time for wliat would appear very strange, ev( 
now, and must have been still more so in an age 
papal power and glory. Sanuto says, that Heavi 
took aw^ his senses for this buffet, and induced hi 
to conspire. ' Pero fu permesso cbe il Faliero pt 
dette r intelletto,' &c, 

" 1 do not know what your parlour-boarders wi 
think of the Dnuna I have founded upon this extra 
ordinary event. The only similar one in history " 
the story of Agis, King of Sparta, a prince wilA tJ 
commons against the aristocracy, and losing liis li 
therefor. But it shall be sent when copied. 

" I should be glad to know why your Quartern 
Reviewers, at the close of ' The Fall of Jerusalen 
accuse me of Municheism ? a compliment to whii 
the sweetener of ' one of the mightiest spirits' I 
no means reconciles me. The poem they review 
very noble ; but could tbey not do justice to tl 
writer without converting him into my religious i 
tidote ? I am not a Manichean, nor an ^t^-che 
I should like to know what harm my ' poeahi 
have done P I can't tell what people mean by mak 



LsrreiSSl. TO MB. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, August 31, 

" I have 'put my soul' into the tragedy (as yoi 
if it) ; but you know that there are d — d souls 
well as tragedies. Recollect that it is not a politii 
play, though it may look like it : it is strictly hi 
torical. Read the history and judge. 

" Ada's picture is her mother's. I am glad of 
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— the mother made a good daughter. Send me 
Gifford's opinion, and never mind the Archhisliop. I 
can neither send you away, nor give you a hundred 
pistoiee, nor a better taate : I send you a tragedy, 
and you asli for ' facetious epistles ; ' a little like 
your predecessor, who advised Dr. Prideaux to 
■ put some more humour bto his Life of Malioniet.' 

" Bankes is a wonderful fellow. There ia hardly 
one of my school or college contemporaries that has 
not turned out more or leas celebrated. Peel, 
Palmerstone, Bankes, Hobhouse, Tavistock, Bob 
Milla, Douglas Kinnaird, &c. &c. have all talked 
and been talked about. 

" We are here going to fight a little next month, 
if the Huns don't cross the Po, and probably if they 
do, I can't say more now. If any thing happens, 
you have matter for a posthumous work, in MS.; so 
pray be civil. Depend upon it, there will be savage 
work, if once they begin here. Tlie French courage 
proceeds from vanity, the German from phlegm, the 
Turkish from fanaticism and opium, the Spani&h 
from pride, the English from coolness, the Dutch 
from obstinacy, the Russian from insensibility, but 
the Italian from anger; so you'll see that they will 
spare nothing." 

LiTTia 382. TO MR. MOORE, 

" Ravenna, August 31. 1820, 

" D — n your ' mezzo cammin*' — you should say 
> the prime of life,' a much more consolatory phrase. 

* I had congratuUCed him upon arriving at what Donie 
cglU the >'iiieaHicw]iroin"of life,theBgcoftlucly-thm. 
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Besides, !t is not correct. 1 was born ia 1788, and 
consequently am but thirty-two. You are mia taken 
0(1 another poinL The ' Sequin Box ' never came 
into requisition, nor is it likely to do so. It were 
better that it had, for then a man ia not bouitd, you 
know. As to reform, I did reform — ^what would you 
have? ' Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it," 
I verily believe that nor you, nor any man of poetical 
temperament, can avoid a strong passion of some 
kind. It is the poetry of life. What shouldl have 
known or written, had I been a quiet, mercantile 
politician, or a lord in waiting? A man must travel, 
and turmoil, or there is no existence. Besides, I 
only meant to be a Cavalier Servente, and had no 
idea it would turn out a romance, in the Anglo 
fashion. 

" However, I suspect I know a thing or two of 
Italy — more than Lady Morgan has picked up in 
her posting. What do Englishmen know of Italians 
beyond their museums and saloons — and some hack 
• •, en passant? Now, I have lived in the heart of 
their houses, in parts of Italy freshest and least in- 
fluenced by strangers, — have seen and become [pars 
nutgrtafui) a portion of their hopes, and fears, and 
passions, and am almost inoculated into a family. 
This is to see men and things as they are. 

" You say that I called you ' quiet " ' — I don't 
recollect any thing of the sort. On the contrary, 
you are always in scrapes. 



I had II 
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including words of his leuer of the 
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" What think you of the Queen ? I hear Mr. 
Hoby says, ' that it makes him weep to see her, slie 
reminds him so much of Jane Shore.' 



And, in fart, ■ • 

Pray excuse this ribaldry. What is your poem 
about? Write and tell me all about it and you. 

" Yours, &c. 
" P. S. Did you write the lively quiz on Peter 
Bell ? It has wit enough to be yours, and almost 
too much to be any body else's now going. It was 
in Galignani the other day or week." 



LEin«3B3. TO MR. MURRAY. , 

" RBtenna, September 7. 1820. 

" In correcting the proofe you must refer to the 
. mamtscripC, because there are in it farious readings. 
Pray attend to this, and choose what Gilford thinks 
best. Let me hear what he thinks of the whole. 

" You speak of Lady • • 's illness t she is not of 
those who die : — the amiable only do ; and those 
whose death would da goad live. Whenever she is 
I pleased to return, it maybe presumed she will take 
her 'divining rod' along with her: it maybe of 
use to her at home, as well as to the ■ rich man' of 
the Evangelists. 

" Pray do not let the papers paragraph me back to 
England. They may say what they pleaBe, any 
loathsome abuse but that- Contradict it- 
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" My iast letteTB will have taught you to expect 
an exptosion here : it was primed and loaded, but 
they hesitated to fire the train. One of the cities 
shirked from the league. 1 cannot write more at 
large for a thousand reasons. Our ' puir hill folk ' 
offered to strike, and raise ihe first banner, but Bo- 
logna paused ; and now 'tis autumn, and the season 
half over. ' O Jerusalem 1 Jerusalem ! ' The Huns 
are on the Po ; but if once they pass it on their way 
to Naples, ail Italy will be behind tiiem. The dogs 
— the wolves — may they perish like the host of 
Sennacherib I If you want to publish the Prophecy 
of Dante, you never will have a better time." 

LmE« 384. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, Sept. II. 1830. 

" Here is another historical note tor you. I want 
to be as near truth as the drama can be. 

" Last post I sent you a note fierce as Faliero 
himself*, in answer to a trashy tourist, who pre- 
tends that he could have been introduced to me. Let 
me have a proof of it, that I may cut its lava into 

" What Gifforil says ip very consolatory (of the 
first act). English, sterling genuine English, is a 
desideratum amongst you, and I am glad that I have 

■ The angry note against English travellers appended tir 
tliia tragedy, in consequence of an lasertioD made bf loiiKi 
recent tourist, Ibnt he (or aa it afterwards turned out, lie 
" had repeatedly declined on introduction to Lord Byro» 
while in Itolj." 
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■got BO much left ; though Heaven knows how I 
retain it : I hear none but from my valet, and his is 
Nottinghamshire; and I see none but in your new 
publications, and theirs is 710 language at all, but 
jargon. Even your • ■ • • ia terribly stilted and 
affected, with ' very, very ' so soft and pamby. 

" Oh I if ever I do come amongst you again, I 
will give you such a ' Baviad and Mseviad ! ' not as 
good as the old, but even better merits. There 
never was such a. let as your ragamyffina (I mean 
not yours only, but every body's). What with the 
Cockneys, and the Lakers, and the folhwers of 
Scott, and Moore, and Byron, you are in the very 
uttermost decline and degradation of literature. I 
can't think of it without all the remorse of a mur- 
derer. I wish that Johnson were alive agun to 
crush them I " 



L£xTtft3B5. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, Sept 14. 1850. 

" What I not a line ? Well, have It your own 
Way. 

" I wish you would inform Perry, that his stupid 
paragraph is the cause of ail my newspapers being 
stopped in Paris, The fools believe me in your in- 
fernal country, and have not sent on their gazettes, 
so that I know nothing of your beastly trial of the 

" I cannot avail myself of Mr. Gifford's remarks, 
ibecatise I have received none, except on the first 
«ct. Yours, &c> 



I 



I 



■MO 

" P. S. Do, pray, beg the editors of papers to say 
any thing blackguard they please ; hut not to put 
me amongst their arrivals. Tbey do mc more mie- 
chief by such nonsense than all their abuse can do," 

LnriE 386. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, Sept. 21. 1B20. 

" So you are at your old tricks again. This is 
the second packet I have received unaccompanied 
' by a single line of good, bad, or indifferent. It is 
strange that you have never forwarded any further 
observations of Gifford's. How am I to alter or 
amend, if I hear no further? or does this silence 
mean that it is welt enough as it is, or too bad to be 
repaired ? If the last, why do you not say so at 
once, instead of playing pretty, while you know that 
soon or late you must out with the truth. 

" Yours, &c. 
" P. S. My sister tells me that you sent to her 
to enquire where I was, believing in my arrival, 
' driving a curricle,' &c. &c- into Palace-yard. Do 
you think me a coxcomb or a madman, to be capable 
of such an exhibition? My sister knew me better, 
and told you, that could not be me. You might as 
weU have thought me entering on ' a pale horse,' 
like Death in the Revelations." 



LETtf.R 387. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Rasenna, Sept. BS. 18S0. 

" Get from Mr, Hobhouse, and send me a proof 
(with the Latin) of my Hints from Horace : ithw 
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now the nonum prematur in annum complete for its 
production, being written at Athena in 1811. I have 
a notion that, with same omissions of names and pas- 
sages, it will do ; otid I could put my late observ- 
ations _/(W Pope amongst the notes, with the date of 
1820, and so on. As far as versification goes, it is 
good ; and, on looking back to what I wrote about 
that period, I am astonished to see how littk I have 
trained on. I wrote better then than now ; but that 
comes of tny having iailen into the atrocious bad 
taste of the times. If I can trim it for present 
publication, what with the other things you have., 
of mine, you will have a volume or two of variety- 
at least, for there will be all measures, styles, and. 
topics, whether good or no. I am anxious to heai- 
what Gifford thinks of the tragedy: pray let me, 
know. I really do not know what to think myself. 

" If the Germans pass the Po, they will be treated, 
to a mass out of tlie Cardinal de ReCz's BreBiary.. 
• " 's a fool, and could not understand this : Frere 
will. It is as pretty a conceit as you would wish to, 



" Nobody here believes a word of tlie evidence . 
against the Queen. The very mob cry shame against, 
their countrymen, and say, that for half the money- 
spent upon the trial, any testimony whatever may 
be brought out of Italy. This you may rely upon 
as fact. I told you as much before. As to what 
travellers report, what art traveUera f Now I have 
lived among the Italians — not I^/oreiiced, sndltomed, 
andgaUeried,andconversationed it for a few months^ 
and then home again ; but been of their farailii 



of you don't, I must skin him myself There 

bearing the drivelling idiotisin of the manikin. 

" I don't feel inclined to care further about ' 



Don 



Juan.' What do 






think I 

;r day ? 



very pretty 



Italia 



lady said to me the other day? She had read it in 
tiie French, and paid me some compliments, with 
due DRAWBACKS, upon it I answered that what 
she said was true, but that I suspected it would live 
longer than Childe Harold. ' Ak biit' (said she) / 
mould ratlin have the fame of Childe Harold for 
three years than aa immortality of Don Juan!' 
The truth is that it u too true, and the women 
hate many things which strip off the tinsel of senti-, 
ment; and tliey are right, as it would rob them of 
their weapons. I never knew a woman who did not 
hate De Gramtiumfs Memoirs for the same reason ; 
even Lady * • used to abuse them, 

" Rose's work I never received. It was seized 
at Venice. Such is the liberality of the Huns, with, 
their two hundred thousand men, that they dare not 
let such a volume as bis circulate." 



LiTUK 392. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, 8bre 16°, 1820 . 

" The Abbot has just arrived; many thanks ; as 
also for the Mtmastery — when you send it ! ! ! 

" The Abbot will have a more than ordinary 
interest for me, for an ancestor of mine by the mo- 
ther's side. Sir J. Gordon of Gight, the handsomest 
of bis day, died on a scaffold at Aberdeen for hts 
loyalty to Mary, of whom he was an imputed para-. 



indeed. I do not despise •»••••; but if slie tnit 
blue stockings instead of wearing them, it would be 
better. You are taken id by that false stilted trashy 
style, which is a mixture of all the styles of the day. 
which are all bombastic (I don't except my tmm — no 
one has done more through negligence to corrupt 
the language) ; but it is neither English nor poetry. 
Time will show. 

" I am sorry Gifford lias made no furth« remarks 
beyond the iirst Act : does he think all the English 
equally sterling as he thought the first? You did 
right to send the proofs ; I was a fool ; but I do really 
detest the sight of proofs : it is an absurdity ; but 
comes jrom laziness. 

" You can steal the two Juans into the world 
quietly, tagged to tlie others. The play as you will 
— the Dante too; but the Pvici I am proud of: it 
is superb ; you have no such translation. It is the 
best thing I ever did in my life. I wrote the play 
from beginning to end, and not a ainyle scene without 
iaterntption, and being obliged to break oif in the 
middle ; for 1 had my hands iull, and my head, too, 
just then ; so it can be no great shakes — I mean 
the piay ; and the head too, if you like. 

" F. S. Politics here still savage and uncertaii) 
However, we are ail in our ' bandaliers,' to join the 
' Highlanders if ihey cross the Forth,' i. e. to crush 
the Austrians if they cross the Po. The rascals I — 
and that dog Liverpool, to say their subjects are 
kappy! If ever I come back, I'll work some of these 
raiiiisters. 

z * 
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" Sept. 29. 

" I Opened my letter to say, that on reading more 
of the four volumes on Italy, where the author says 
' declined an introduction,' I perceive (Aorrejco re- 
ferent) it is written by a WOMAN 1 1 1 In that case' 
you must suppress my note and answer, and all I' 
Iiave said about the book and the writer. I never 
dreamed of it until now, in my extreme wrath at 
that precious note. I can only say that I am sorry 
tliat a lady should say any thing of the kind. What 
I would have said to one of the other sex you know 
already. Her book too (as a she book) is not a bad 
one; but she evidently don't knoiv the Italians, or' 
rather don't like them, and forgets the causes of their' 
misery and profligacy {^Matthews and Forsi/th are 
your men for truth and tact), and has gone over' 
Italy in company — always a bad plan : you must 
be aione with people to know them well. Ask her, 
who was the ' descendant of Lady M. W. ISoniague,* 
and by whom ? by Algarotti ? 

" I suspect that, in Marino Faliero, you and yours 
won't like the politics, which are perilous to you in 
these times; but recollect that it is nol a poRticat 
play, and that I was obliged to put into the mouths 
of the characters the sentiments upon which they 
acted. I hate all things written like Pizarro, to 
represent France, England, and so forth. All I have 
done is meant to be purely Venetian, even to the 
very prophecy of its present state, 

" Your Angles in general know little of the 
Italians, who detest them for their numbers and 
their Gehoa treachery. Besides, the English tra- 
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vellers have Dot been composed of the best company. 
How could they? — out of 100,000, how many 
gentlemen were there, or honest men ? 

" Mitchell's Aristophanes is excellent. Send nie 
the rcEt of it. 

" These fools will force lae to write a book about 
Italy myself, to give them ' the loud lie.' They 
prate about assassination ; what is it but the origin 
of duelling — and ' a wild justice,' as Lord Bacon 
calls it ? It is the fount of the modern point of 
honour in what the laws can't or Tvon't reach. Every' 
nan is liable to it more or less, according to cir- 
cumstances or place. For instance, I am living 
here exposed to it daily, for I have happened to 
make a powerful and unprincipled man my enemy ; 
— and I never sleep the worse for it, or ride in leas 
solitary places, because precaution is useless, and' 
one thinks of it as of a disease which may or may 
not strike. It is true that there are those here, 
who, if he did, would" live to think on't;' but that 
would not awake my bones : I should be sorry if it 
would, were they once at rest." 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" You will have now received all the Acta, cor- 
rected, of the Marino Faliero. What you say of 
Ae ' bet of 100 guineas' made by some one whn 
aaya that he saw me last week, reminds me of what 
happened m 1810! you can easily a 
&ct^ snd it b an odd one. 



JM0 



ISflO. 



" In the latter end of 1 81 1 , I met o 
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e evening at 

the Alfred my old school and form fellow (for we 
were within two of each otlier, lie the higher, though 
both veryneartlie top of oar remove,) Pee^ the Irish 
secretary. He told me that, in 1810, he met me, 
as he thought, in St. James's Street, but we passed 
without speaking. He mentioned this, and it was 
denied as impossible, I being then in Turkey. A 
day or two afterward, he pointed out to his brother 
a person on the opposite sideof the way ; — 'There,' 
said he, ' is the man whom I took for Byron.' His 
brother instantly answered, ' Why, it is Byron, and 
no one else.' But this is not all ; — I was seen by 
somebody to write down my name amongst the en- 
quirers afler the King's health, then attacked by 
insanity. Now, at this very periotl, as nearly as I 
could make out, 1 was ill of a strong Jever at PatraSi 
caught in the marshes near Olympia, from the mal- 
aria. If I had died there, this would have been a 
new ghost story fur you. You can easily make out 
the accuracy of this from Peel himself, who told it 
in detail. I suppose you will be of the opinion of 
Lucretius, who (denies the immortality of the soul, 
but) asserts that from the ' flying ofTof the surfaces 
of bodies, these surfiices or cases, like tlie coats of 
an onion, are sometimes seen entire when they are 
separated from it, so that the shapes and shadows of 
both the dead and living are frequently beheld.' 

" But if they are, are their coats and waistcoats 
also seen ? I do not disbelieve that we may be two 
by some unconscious process, to a certain sign, but 
which of these two I happen at present to bei I 
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leave you to decide. I only hope that t'other n* 
behaves like a gemman. 

" I wish you would get Peel asked iiow far I am 
accurate in my recollection of what he toid me; for 
1 don't lite to say such things without authority. 

" I em not sure that I was not spoken with; but 
this also you can ascertain. I have written to you 
such letters that I atop. 

" Yours, &C. 

» P. S. Last year (in June, 1819, I met at Count 
Mosti's, at Ferrora, an Italian who asked me ' if I 
knew Lord Byron?' I told him no (no one knows 
himself, you know). ' Tlien,' says he, ' I do; I met 
him at Naples the other day.' I pulled out my card 
and asked himif that was the way he spelt his name: 
he answered, yes. I suspect that it was a blackguard 
navy surgeon, who attended a young travelling 
madam about, and passed himself fur a lord at the 
post-houses. He was a vulgar dog — quite of the 
cock-pit order — and a precious representative I 
must have had of him, if it was even so ; but I don't 
know. He passed himself off as a gentleman, and 
squired about a Countess • • (of this place), then 
at Venice, an ugly battered woman, of bad morals 
even for Italy." 



I-ETTra 390. TO MR. MUHHAT. 



" FoBColo's letter is exactly die thing wanted; 
Srstlv, because he is a man of genius ; and, next, 
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U an Italian, and therefore the best 
judge of Italics. Besides, 

" Hc'8 more an antique Roman than a Dane ; 

that is, he is more of the ancient Greek than of the 
modem Italian. Though ' somewhat,' as Dugald 
Dalgetty 8ays, ' too wild and sa/vagc' (like ' Ronald 
of the Mist'), 'tis a wonderful man, and my friends 
Hobhouse and Rose both swear by him ; and they 
are good judges of men and of Italian humanity. 

" Here arc in all taio "-oithy voices gain'd; 

GifFord says it is good ' sterling genuine English,' 
and Foscolo says that the characters are right 
Venetian. Shakspeare and Otway had a million of 
advantages over me, besides the incalculable one of 
being dead irom one to two centuries, and having 
been both born blackguards (which ARE such attrac- 
tions to the gentle living reader) ; let me then pre- 
serve the only one which I could possibly have — 
that of having been at Venice, and entered more 
into the local spirit of it. I claim no more. 

" I know what Foscolo means about Calendaro's 
spitting at Bertram; that's national— tlie objection, 
I mean. The Italians and French, with those 'flags 
of abomination,' their pocket handkerchiefs, spit 
there, and here, and every where else — in your 
face almost, and therefore object to it on the stage 
as too familiar. But we who ^it nowhere — but-in 
a man's face when we grow savage — are not likely 
to feel this. Remember Matstnger, and Kean'g Sir 
Giles Overreach — ■ 

"' I«nl ! tkia I ipii at thee and al Ih; counael I 
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Besides, Calendaro does not spit in Bertram's faci 
he spits at him, as I liave seen the Mussulmans do 
upon the ground when they are in a rage. Again, 
he does not iafact despise Bertram, though he affects 
it — as we all do, when angry with one we think our 
inferior. He is angry at not being allowed to die ia 
his own way (although not afraid of death) ; and re- 
collect that he suspected and hated Bertram from 
the first. Israel Bertuccio, on the other hand, is a 
cooler and more concentrated fellow i he acts upon 
jnindple and impulse ; Calendaro upon impulse and 



" So there's argument for you. 

" The Doge repeats; — true, but it is from en- 
grossing passion, and because he sees different 
persons, and ia always obliged to recur to the 
cause uppermost in his mind. His speeches are 
long; — true, hut I wrote for the closet, and on the 
French and Italian model rather than yours, which 
I think not very highly of, for all your old drama- 
tists, who are long enough too, God knows: — look 
into any of them. 

" I return you Foscolo's letter, because it allude* 
also to his private afl^rs. 1 am sorry to see such a 
man in straits, because I know what they are, or 
what they were. I never met but three men who 
would have held out a finger to me : one was your- 
self, the other William Bankes, and the otlier a 
nobleman long ago dead: but of these the first was 
the only one who offered it while I real/;/ wanted it ; 
the second from good will — but I was not in need of 
Baokes's aid, and would not have accepted it' if ( 



